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THE COMPANY OF DEATH 

CHAPTER I 

FROM SMALL BEGINNINGS 

When a man comes to set pen to paper, and, casting 
back his memory some forty years, attempts to piece 
together the varied chain of circumstances which, acting 
and reacting upon his youthful impulse, brought him 
from what he was to what he is, he can hardly fail to 
be struck, as the tangle of recollection is unravelled, 
by the reflection that human destiny hinges upon the 
merest trifles of existence. The temptation is strong, 
no doubt, to plunge at the very outset into things of 
moment, to waive the petty details which by their un- 
importance may tend to obscure the greater issues, and 
with careless bravery of language to embark with a 
bound' upon such interest as may atrest attention. Yet 
so bold a course, diverting notice from those seeming 
trifles, is in reality but the shirking of a plain difficulty : 
the strain which is involved upon the memory by the 
placing of events in their due sequence. In my own 
case, indeed, though the incidents which I am about to 
describe cover and are bounded by no more than the 
history of a ten days' struggle, to begin at the com- 
mencement is to dwelj upon an almost forgotten matter 
of such trifling import as to appear unworthy of the 
memorable events which follow. How the quarrel 
began, and on what grounds, it is now difficult for me 
to recollect exactly. At the time it left so little im- 
pression on my mind that were it not for the extra- 
ordinary influence which it subsequently exerted on my 
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career I should make no endeavour to recall it. A 
flagon of wine and a bitter saying ! " Poco k poco se 
va 16jos," as the Spaniards have it. *' Little by little 
one goes far." 

We were, I remember, engaged in discussing the 
disturbed condition of the city, and it may be that my 
nerves were wrought to an unusual pitch of tension. 
Alas for the heroics of young passion ! I can only 
suppose that the spectacle of the misery and injustice of 
the new sphere into which I had been thrown counted 
for more than I then realised in firing my youthful 
brain. At twenty-two the meaning of the word Liberty 
carries with it no aftermath of disillusion. Ere I knew 
where I was, my course blazed upon me in a sudden 
wind and roar of light, and I went in and found myself 
walking not only unscathed but with positive exhilara- 
tion in the midst of it. But that was later, and great 
events have small beginnings : in this case my unthink- 
ing quarrel with Ercole. A flagon of wine, a bitter 
saying, and hey presto ! Destiny laid its finger on me. 
As I look back with chastened judgment on my doubt- 
ings and my self-tormentings, I could never wish it 
otherwise. I atn ^:ontented with my part. 

The wine was one of a dozen flagons which I had 
brought with me from Freiburg, and at the suggestion 
of von Reinhold I had risen with alacrity to go in 
search of it. We had sat late that night, and a draught 
of honest Rhenish would go far towards dispelling the 
sense of uneasiness which weighed upon us. Trouble 
was in the air; one might have said that the Palace 
itself, in the stillness which had come over it, was 
prophetic in the knowledge of impending danger. To 
my young blood, with the thrill of our conversation still 
upon me, the sharp contrast bejiween those gloomy 
haunted passages and the warm brilliance of the room 
which I had quitted seemed redolent of evil presage. 
The very suits of mail which hung upon the walls of 
the loiig corridors might have been shuddering with 
apprehension as I passed by them on my way to the 
inner guard-room, where for better security I had 
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deposited my store. It was not a cheerful spot at mid- 
night, the marble staircase flanked by the two colossal 
figures of t;he Ebro and Tagus which guarded the 
approach to the apartments of the Spanish ruler in 
whose service I had been rash enough to risk my 
fortune. As I beat a hasty retreat to von Reinhold's 
quarters with my burden, the sinister influence of my 
surroundings gained control of me. In the semi-dark- 
ness of those echoing passages my misgivings centred 
to a head. More than ever I felt tempted to fling to the 
four winds of heaven my hopes of a career, and at 
whatever cost to forsake this home of duplicity and 
crime. I was disgusted, sick of the whole business, 
tired of the whole atmosphere of bloodshed and 
suspicion. 

The gods make puppets of us at such moments. 
Who can wonder if my pent-up irritation found its 
vent when, pausing for a second on the threshold, 
I allowed my glance to wander about the circular 
oak-panelled chamber which had been assigned to von 
Reinhold as his quarters ! At that late hour I had 
not expected visitors, still less a visitor in the person 
of Ercole. 

Between me and the so-called nephew of the Cardinal 
there was little but ill-feeling, and if we had not as yet 
become involved An open quarrel the fact may be attri- 
buted with. safety to my own forbearance. But there 
are times when even patience has its limits, and God 
knows that I — a scion of as hasty a stock as ever 
plucked sword from scabbard — have never been wont to 
pride myself unduly on the possession of that quality. 
What with his pretty airs and graces, and ill-bred 
assumption of superiority, the insolent young puppy 
merited a lesson. He sat lounging in the seat that I 
had occupied, toying idly with the pearl-drop in his ear 
as effeminate a bundle of conceit and vanity as ever the 
sinful luxury of the Court might hope to nurture. One 
leg cocked daintily across the other, and clad in the 
extremest mode of foppery, he was the very picture 
of a coxcomb. The ruddy locks which were a silent 
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witness to the Tuscan obscurity of his maternal origin 
hung clustering in perfumed curls about his collar of 
rare Spanish lace; his clear, untroubled eyes, at once 
impertinent and innocent, seemed to mirror forth the 
shallowness of thought which lay behind them; a 
vacant simper illumined the pink and white of his 
complexion. In a word, a popinjay, confident in his 
own wit, perhaps because it was such a little territory 
to govern. 

A popinjay! I am smiling now when I reflect how 
grossly I deceived myself. Maybe it was because 
Ercole looked no more of a Neapolitan than I did 
myself, maybe it was because youth is ever blinded to 
what lies below the surface. I had yet to discover how 
great a power for evil — evil, calculating, cunning — may 
lurk beneath the smiling countenance, the flattering 
hand-grip of an inhabitant of Naples. With the folly 
of a fool I thought him a popinjay; and Providence, 
turning folly to the use of wisdom, repaid both him 
and me in fullest measure. 

As I entered he swung his short mantillo from his 
shoulder and rose to greet me delicately. I swallowed 
my indignation as I might, and drawing a chair up to 
the table glanced with a wealth of meaning in the 
direction of von Reinhold. But he was busied with 
the flagon, and pretended to ignore me. 

"We were talking," said Ercole sweetly, "of the 
lamentable odium which you gentlemen of the Guard 
have incurred among the populace. It will take all my 
uncle's diplomacy to bring matters straight again if 
the present crisis continues. Without the assistance of 
the Church I fear that His Excellency's position would 
be hardly tenable. Fortunately my uncle's popularity 
with the lazzaroni was never greater than at this 
moment. You were present yesterday, were you not, 
at the dedication of the new shrine to Our Lady of the 
Carmine? It is strange what difficulty the Viceroy 
encounters in the collection of the taxes. When the 
Church asks for offerings there is always a dying 
penitent of sorts who ungrudgingly bequeaths his 
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hoardings to us even if, as it happens, the living are 
too much concerned with the struggle for existence to 
spare more than the purchase money of a candle. 
Perhaps, signore, your methods are too violent. 
Persuasion has been known to work wonders when 
bloodshed has failed to extract a single ducat.'' 

"The Neapolitans," I said with tartness, "from 
their cradle are brought up to stealing, and they leave 
to the Church at their death a portion of that of which 
they have robbed her in their lifetime." 

Ercolc's blue eyes were wide open with insolent 
astonishment. 

"Which may be read half-a-dozen ways," he 
remarked. "Now if I may venture a reasonable 
explanation of your meaning " 

But at this juncture von Reinhold had uncorked the 
flagon, and broke in on us impetuously, so that Ercole 
was satisfied to finish his sentence with a shrug. 

'* Donnerwetter r^ exclaimed my comrade, as the 
clear golden liquid flowed into the cup. " This is 
indeed a prize that you have brought us, Kuno. I 
have not tasted so fine a vintage for a twelvemonth." 

He pushed a bumper of the wine to each of us. 
Ercole raised his goblet carelessly and drank. Then 
as I watched him he made a wry face, and placed it 
aside with an affected gesture of disdain. 

Von Reinhold leant across the table laughingly. 

** Brutta bestia!" he cried. "You are no judge, 
Ercole." 

" Of your Rhenish vintages, perhaps not," the boy 
lisped, with a sly look, half smile, half malice. "We 
Neapolitans are not in love with your ill-flavoured 
wines : wines which require to be drunk like medicine 
at a gulp. In my uncle's cellars we have some old 
Vesuvio which is to this as nectar is to vinegar. With 
your permission I will crave leave to send you round a 
flagon. Cospetto ! Once you have tasted it you will 
not easily forget it." 

" I do not presume to doubt your connoisseurship," 
I said dryly. " In your uncle's cellars are many rare 
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vintages, such as we poor soldiers could hardly hope 
to come by as honestly as did your uncle's eminence. 
Old Antonio Bisacca is, I understand, your purveyor, is 
he not ? Or has he too by this time been induced to 
transfer his quarters to the dungeons of the Castel 
Nuovo ? " 

The words had escaped me almost unawares in my 
irritation, but I made no effort to withdraw them. 
Instead, I merely drew myself a trifle stiffer in my seat, 
for, once uttered, I was resolved that Ercole should 
understand the sting was meant. Nor in any case was 
the vintage such as to warrant so churlish a reception 
at the hands of a self-invited guest. I filled my cup 
afresh, and, letting the light play through the curves of 
the Venetian glass, surveyed it critically. Then, dis- 
regarding von Reinhold's warning glances, I looked 
over at the boy as he bent forward with slightly parted 
lips, and the flush of anger mounting to his temples. 

" Who knows ? " I exclaimed pointedly. " It may 
even be that this flagon of Rhenish boasts a prouder 
ancestry than has fallen to some of the patricians of 
this city." 

But with that von Reinhold sprang from his seat and 
laid a hand upon my shoulder. 

" This has gone far enough," he cried, and whispered 
to me, "You are mad, Kuno; come away." And he 
raised the flagon with a gesture of forced merriment. 
" Ercole, remain where you are. My friend does not 
know what he is saying. Come, both of you, a toast ! " 

I thrust him on one side, and, waving my hand 
with more expression than politeness, smiled into his 
face. 

" You were not always wont to be so meek, Wolfram," 
I said, ''when the virtues of our German wines were 
called in question. Ten thousand devils ! It was with 
the wine-bottle that you fought at Freiburg when you 
chastised the Frenchman who had the temerity to back 
his opinion against yours. There was small question 
of a toast when you brandished the flagon upon that 
occasion ! Has age so withered you that you would see 
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me mum as a mouse before the puling arrogance of an 
upstart in his teens ? " 

I had pitched the words strongly of set purpose, 
divining that Ercole had little stomach for the quarrel. 
And indeed he had opened his mouth more than once 
before he found utterance to serve him. He was 
fingering the gold chain about his neck, when of a 
sudden his lip curled, and with studied deliberation 
he stared across at me. 

" Lieutenant von Striedbeck," he said calmly, " I do 
not quarrel with a butcher.'* 

The retort sounds simple enough, but to us in Naples 
it was fraught with meaning, and the words stung to 
the quick. Even von Reinhold paused for a moment 
in his pacing of the room, and I heard the indrawn 
breath which masked his anger. 

^^ Donnerwetter !^^ he growled, but ere aught further 
could be said or done a single word had leapt between 
my teeth and Ercole had thrown his chair back with a 
cry, while his woman's forehead wrinkled and he flared 
into an outburst. 

" You have the advantage of me, sir, in courtesy as 
well as in years," he cried, flinging his sword before 
him on the table. "Von Reinhold, I call you to 
witness that I have done nothing to provoke this 
quarrel. There lies my weapon. I am, as you know, 
no brawler. Still, if the gentleman is anxious, I have 
no objection on this occasion to braving the anger even 
of His Eminence. That is," he added sneeringly, "if 
the gentleman himself has no objection." 

I put my hand to my sword to draw it, for by this 
time I was furious, but von Reinhold came between us 
like a flash. 

" By the Holy Sacrament, there shall be no brawling 
here ! " And he turned on me imploringly. " Don't be 
a fool, Kuno. Keep quiet. You cannot fight in the 
Palace. Remember the Cardinal, man, and don't ruin 
yourself for the sake of a little spleen. That accursed 
temper of yours will end by being the damnation of 
us all." 
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He held my sword so that I could not draw it. 
Ercole adjusted his cloak carelessly and laughed. 

"It would almost seem, sir," he said, "as if you 
were being taught the useful lesson of discretion. I 
bid you a good-night, sir butcher. Should you still 
desire my further acquaintance, I am wholly at your 
service. Meanwhile, I would pray you to remember 
that even boys — and bastards — may be blessed with 
memories." 

He peacocked across the loom, and with an airy 
gesture waved his cap and left us. The words of one 
of Luzzaschi's madrigals came softly from him as he 
sauntered down the corridor. Then a door slammed 
heavily and there was silence. 



CHAPTER II 

THE viceroy's BUTCHERS 

With a short laugh, hardly knowing whether to feel 
angry or humiliated, I sat down abruptly and addressed 
von Reinhold. 

"So," I exclaimed, "it seems that the first blood 
after all is with the bastard. Since when, may I 
inquire, have you been pleased to constitute yourself 
my keeper? Butcher, indeed! Has the German 
Guard so lost its pride that even a Cardinal's bastard 
may call us nicknames with impunity ? " 

"Tut, tut," he cried, and there was an anxious look 
upon his countenance. "What has come over you? 
Don't try to pick a quarrel with me now. You brought 
the name upon yourself. It was a fair retort enough. 
When you have been longer in the corps you will 
learn that Master Ercole is a privileged individual in 
these respects. A Cardinal's bastard, my good friend, 
is of more importance than you seem to think — at all 
events in Naples." 

And then he gave rein to his thoughts, and the 
conversation drifted once more to the condition of 
the city. In face of the half-mocking, half-persuasive 
manner which von Reinhold knew so well how to 
adopt, it was impossible to maintain longer an attitude 
of irritation, nor could I but feel that in wrangling with 
a boy of seventeen I had exhibited some loss of dignity. 
Mentally consigning Ercole to perdition, I allowed the 
foolish dispute to slip my memory, and drawing nearer 
to von Reinhold plunged afresh into the all-absorbing 
topic of discussion which the advent of the young cox- 
comb had momentarily interrupted. 
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It seems but a trivial incident with which to have 
embarked upon the narrative of my adventures. Little 
indeed did I then imagine that such a petty ebullition 
of temper on my part was destined within the next 
few hours to affect irretrievably the whole course 
of my career. But who was there that night in 
Naples who could have foretold one single tithe of 
the occurrences which were so quickly to convert 
the aspect of the fairest city upon earth into a scene 
of revolutionary license and disorder? Change was 
everywhere around us: a wind blowing from an un- 
known quarter. Not one of us but felt it like the 
scirocco irritating men out of their natural courtesy. 
A fear and unrest lay upon us. We groped like 
children in the darkness. 

To those who know me only as I am to-day it may 
seem strange that in the times of which I write I 
should, under such circumstances, have been content to 
find myself the hireling of Spanish tyranny. Yet so it 
was. The death of my father in the preceding autumn 
had left me as a younger son with straitened albeit not 
insufficient means of livelihood, while it had emphasised 
the feeling of dependence upon my elder brother, which 
was inevitable under the conditions of his heritage. I 
had accordingly welcomed, if not with avidity, at least 
without reluctance, the pressing invitation of my old 
friend, von Reinhold, that I should seek a loophole 
from my galling situation by the acceptance of a com- 
mission in the German body-guard of His Excellency 
the Duke of Arcos, and carve out for myself a future in 
the Spanish territory of Naples. 

Were there no fools there would be no wise men. 
I had barely spent six weeks in my new vocation ere, 
the first flush of excitement dispelled into reality, I was 
heartily wishing myself once more in Freiburg. Already 
I had seen too much of Spanish methods to be enam- 
oured of my office. 

'* I do not quarrel with a butcher !" 

I had used a hard saying beyond doubt, but there 
had been a sting in Ercole's rough retort which 
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rankled. Only that very afternoon as I stood for a few 
seconds at the head of the Vico dei Sospiri and watched 
the workmen at their preparations for the coming Festa, 
I had caught the word bandied about from one group to 
another. Hardly was there a hovel which had not its 
grudge, public or private, against the butchers, as the 
lazzaroni had been pleased to name us. It was not the 
work which I had bargained for when circumstances 
had led me to fall in with the suggestion of von Rein- 
hold and place myself at the disposal of the corpulent 
bloodthirsty Viceroy. Not, be it understood, that Kuno 
von Striedbeck was in any way a man whose sword 
was given to rusting in its scabbard. On the contrary. 
It was a life of activity and hard blows such as I had 
hankered after, and the pay was generous. Yet it was 
no work for a gentleman, this ceaseless butchery of the 
weak and the unfortunate. 

In that year of grace 1647, I have no hesitation in 
declaring, there was more misery even among the 
well-to-do in Naples than there had been for upwards 
of a century. Don Rodrigo Ponce de Leone, Duke of 
Arcos, Viceroy of Naples, a Grandee of Spain, and for 
the present my most honourable master, was never 
wont to mince matters where the imperial finances 
stood in question. Within the last few years the gabelle 
or excise had risen to upwards of forty per cent, of the 
price for which the produce was brought to the gates, 
and it was alleged with truth that, saving the air of God, 
there was no article of consumption which remained 
untaxed. 

Meanwhile, by way of object-lesson to the populace, 
the expenses of the Court had never been greater or 
more extravagant. During the past decade it was com- 
puted that nearly fifty million ducats had been extorted 
from the people, of which not more than seventeen 
millions had found their way into the royal coffers. 
A thoughtless love of pleasure combined with a 
cunning calculation of interests in increasing yearly 
the donatives and gabelle^ until Neapolitan subjects 
who had travelled to Turkish coasts did not scruple 
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to declare that the government of infidels was better 
than that of His Most Catholic Majesty. 

The measure was full. Only an accidental circum- 
stance was wanted to determine the issue. Naples 
was so exhausted that no means were found to 
procure even the arrears of the last donative, until 
finally Genoese capitalists advanced the money. To 
clear off the debt with its heavy rate of usury the 
Viceroy was driven to extremities. The tax on fruit 
was doubled and then trebled. 

This new gabella, a tax levied upon all fruit brought 
into the city — fruit which constituted almost the sole 
nourishment of the poorer classes during the parching 
summer months — had wrought the inhabitants to fever 
pitch. On many days of spring, even before the burden 
of the tax was felt, crowds ran beside the Viceroy's 
coach demanding angrily that the gabella should be 
repealed. But a full month ago the custom-house 
at the Porta Nolana had been destroyed by powder 
secretly conveyed into it. It had been intended by 
this action to compel the Viceroy to take off the taxes. 
Without loss of time a new and larger custom-house 
was hastily constructed. 

Now to us had fallen the stem task of repression, 
of teaching the rabble that it was not they but Spain 
that was the master. It so happened, indeed, that 
my very first morning of service witjji the Guard had 
been signalised by one of those senseless massacres 
of those whose only fault lay in the fact that they 
were starving, and I am not ashamed to confess that 
had no other considerations weighed with me at that 
moment — and a younger son cannot afford to throw 
away his chances — I should have taken my sword with 
small delay elsewhere. Be that as it may, my leanings 
then as now have ever been in the direction of the 
weaker side, and not once only, even in those days of 
lying smiles and quiet dagger-thrusts, had my sympathies 
gone out to the starving people whom we robbed and 
terrorised. 

Something of the same feeling it was which came 
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over me again as I sat and listened to von Reinhold. 
My eye wandered idly about the room as he was speak- 
ing, and I noticed here a costly trinket, there a fragment 
of gold or silver work, which but too clearly told their 
story. How often had I spoken my mind in conversa- 
tion upon this very topic: this looting of property 
which went on daily in the name of order and authority. 
If I could not bring von Reinhold to agree with me, it 
was from no lack of argument on my part, but rather 
from a certain pig-headed obstinacy which seemed in- 
herent in his disposition. Five years of service in the 
employ of a Spanish Viceroy had blunted his feelings in 
the matter, and, while he had no greater love for the 
Spaniards than I had myself, he could not be persuaded 
that the Neapolitans merited other consideration than 
that usually bestowed upon a people who had deliber- 
ately sold themselves to servitude. For my own part 
I was accustomed to the freer air and freer life of 
Germany, where, as more than one monarch had dis- 
covered to his cost, we Freiburgers were wont to 
somewhat jealously safeguard our privileges. Had an 
open state of warfare or rebellion existed between the 
Spaniards and the subject Neapolitans, I should not 
have been slow to avail myself of what chances of fair 
plunder fortune might have thrown across my path. 
But pillage of this kind — the spoliation of the weak by 
the strong without the provocation of resistance — was 
never, and I thank Heaven for it, the way of a von 
Striedbeck. 

Nor was it the Spaniards alone who roused my ire 
as I reflected on the position which I occupied in His 
Excellency's body-guard. After all, the Spaniards had 
won by the sword what they now held by the sword, 
and there was that much to be said for them. For the 
renegade nobles and other influential Neapolitans who 
had forsaken their own countrymen and publicly or 
secretly joined forces with the Spanish conquerors, the 
same excuse could hardly be brought forward. And 
at the head of this compact band of bloodsuckers — I 
can find no better epithet to describe the methods by 
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which they contrived to win for themselves both riches 
and authority — stood the father of Ercole, the ** father 
of the people," Ascanio Filomarino, Cardinal Archbishop 
of the city. 

Cardinal and Viceroy were hand in glove together in 
that same sordid task of enriching themselves while 
still replenishing the insatiable coffers of His Most 
Catholic Majesty of Spain. Of the two, moreover, few 
would have cared to deny that in many respects His 
Eminence possessed at once the greater opportunity 
and greater power. Renegade Neapolitan though he 
was, there was that in the sanctity of his office which 
told for much among the superstitious populace. With 
my own eyes I had seen the lazzaroni falling prostrate 
in his path as with extended hand he slowly descended 
from the portal of Santa Maria di Piedigrotta after one of 
those impassioned discourses with which he lured his 
dupes to credit alike his patriotism and his affection 
for the people. We of the Guard could have thrown 
another light upon that affection had we been minded ! 
The most trusted adviser of the Viceroy, with all the 
forces of spiritual authority behind him — and that too, 
be it remembered, in a country where the ghostly 
influence of Holy Church makes itself felt in the 
minutest actions — Ascanio Filomarino had ever been 
the " father of the people." It was their interests which 
weighed most heavily upon him in the public Council ; 
it was his voice which had been raised in public protest 
against the new gabella at the meeting of Notables in 
the convent of the church of San Lorenzo ; it was his 
interest which had been exerted on the popular side 
when the question had arisen publicly as to the 
advantage to be gained by a less bloodthirsty policy. 
Who could wonder if the people loved him, knelt in 
the dust as he passed by ? If his representations had 
been overruled by the majority of the Council, at least 
he had spoken fearlessly and well, spoken on behalf 
of liberty against oppression. How little did the 
ignorant populace imagine that this noble Cardinal 
was in reality their worst enemy ; that it was through 



The Viceroys Butchers 15 

his secret instrumentality that the hated gabella had 
been imposed ; that it was on the advice of his satellites 
upon the Council that the recent disturbances had been 
repressed at the cost of so much bloodshed. Schone 
Worte machen den Kohl nicht fett : as my father was 
wont to cry in happy Freiburg. Von Reinhold had 
long since told me this and more — how the Viceroy 
himself, with his natural capacity for indolence, too 
frequently was but a tool in the subtle hands of the 
Cardinal Archbishop. 

As I went on my rounds in the first hour after 
midnight and fell to reviewing the circumstances which 
had formed the topic of our talk, I could not but realise 
that with my sympathies my position was anomalous, 
and that I should require no common caution if I 
hoped to steer successfully between the Scylla and 
Charybdis which confronted me. And yet somehow, 
despite the misgivings which beset me — and had I only 
known it, my little outbreak of passion with Ercole 
had already given me grounds for more than mere 
misgiving — I own to a lurking exaltation at the 
prospect. Youth and hot blood run together, and it 
may be that I was of a temperament not far removed 
from that of the hero of a romance by Don Saavedra 
Miguel de Cervantes which von Reinhold and I 
had lately read together. The hero of that work 
had seen fit to tilt against a windmill, and my friend 
had laughingly compared my youthful ardour to 
the views which that same knight had expressed in 
the pages of the book in question. I had smiled 
at the moment, but the remark — I have felt it since 
rather than at the time — was not without its ap- 
positeness. I too was tilting at a windmill; and at 
a windmill which might conceivably pay me back with 
interest. 

I walked down the long corridor to where the guard 
was stationed with a variety of conflicting emotions 
in my mind. The men in the outer chamber sprang 
to attention as I entered, and to my annoyance, for I 
was in no mood for delay, the sergeant came forward 
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and accosted me. There had been some trifling quarrel 
over the dice, and, as it seemed, some slackening of 
discipline which called for my attention, so that, im- 
patient as I was to be gone, and even while each of 
the offenders had his own tale of complaint against 
the others to deliver, there was nothing for it but to 
begin an inquiry into the cause of the disturbance. 
The delinquents were five in number, hare-brained 
louts from Dresden, and I reprimanded them in sharper 
tones than was my custom. We Freiburgers have little 
in common with the Saxons and their boorish habits, 
and, indeed, if I spoke angrily, I gave them no more 
than their just due. 

Already there had been by far too many of these 
quarrels among the men on duty. Only the day before, 
His Excellency had made some querulous allusion to 
the nightly brawling in the corridor, insinuating that he 
would do better to seek his next batch of recruits from 
some other land than Germany. If the men were some- 
what out of hand, however, it was less the fault of their 
officers than of the degrading work which by His Excel- 
lency's command they were allotted. As they stood 
there wincing in the teeth of my sharp words, I looked 
them over one by one, and my gorge rose in my throat. 
With their coarse bloated faces, and their yellow doub- 
lets showing the stains of blood like blots of crimson 
where their breastplates gaped, they were hardly my 
ideal of a company. God knows it was but a trifling 
excuse I needed to relinquish my commission and bid 
farewell to them for ever. 

With a sigh of relief I left the Palace and made my 
way into the still quiet of the moonlit night. High 
above me, rising from the base of the savage fortress 
of St. Elmo, smiled the lovely heights of San Mar- 
tino, where through chestnut woods and vineyards 
gleamed the golden spires of the monastic palace of 
the monks of the Certosa. From the lonely strand 
below me came the soft murmur of the waves and the 
occasional cry of the fishermen as they kept watch 
upon their boats. It was a glorious summer night in 
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all its beauty, without a discord to mar its tranquillity 
and peace. 

Yet even as I gazed across the waters I saw a lurid 
glare light up the sky above Vesuvius, and I knew it to 
be prophetic of the coming storm. Slowly and reflect- 
ingly I traversed the piazza and plunged into the 
gloomy labyrinth of crooked streets. 



CHAPTER III 

A MAN AND A STOOL 

So I turned, pretty sombre, into the way which 
led upwards through the city, and walked on. It 
may afford some hint of my preoccupation when 
I say that I found myself presently in the tortuous 
maze of the Toscana. I was late that night, and 
the Rua Toscana lay certainly on my most direct 
homeward road from the Palazzo Reale, yet it was a 
street which with equal certainty I should not have 
ventured to penetrate at that hour under ordinary 
circumstances. Chance or Providence? With one 
thing and another my brain was in a whirl. Had I 
confined myself, as usual, to the larger and more 
frequented thoroughfares — but of what avail were it 
to speculate concerning might-have-beens? I had 
ceased, as it were, to be master of my actions. From 
that time onwards every step which I took was shutting 
me closer in the trap of an inevitable choice. 

I went that night by way of the Toscana. The street 
might almost have been constructed with a view to 
increasing facilities for ambuscade, so much did its 
mode of architecture adapt itself to the purposes of 
the assassin. Arched in throughout its length at the 
height of a third storey, it was closed in so completely 
as to exclude all air and sunshine, save where an occa- 
sional opening in its roof had been designed to admit 
the light of day. Here and there a narrow outlet 
between the houses yielded a glimpse of a winding 
passage leading to some unfrequented lane or alley. 
At irregular intervals a recess hollowed in the wall 
would suddenly reveal the feeble flicker of a lantern 

z8 
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placed there in honour of some patron saint, or served 
with equal facility as a convenient lair for a nocturnal 
cutpurse. The Rua Toscana, in a word, was a locality 
which, whether at noon or midnight, presented the same 
appearance of half-terrifying twilight. Somehow it 
seemed as if the very paving, with its huge uneven 
blocks of lava, was here more frequent in its unseen 
pitfalls than was the case in other streets. Cautiously 
as I felt my path along, I stumbled more than once. 
There were moments when, as I hurriedly recovered 
myself from a trip over some unexpected obstacle, I 
could have sworn that I had seen a figure glide into a 
doorway, only to discover on approaching that I had 
been deceived by some effect of light and shadow. 

In this frame of mind was I when, turning a sharp 
comer, I happened to glance upwards. Though I knew 
it not, the die was cast. I stood on the threshold of my 
destiny. 

From the angle into which I had retreated I com- 
manded a view of a house across the roadway: a 
building heavily shuttered like its neighbours, and with 
a similar look of desolation about the once decorative 
mouldings which showed out in vague relief against its 
woodwork. Upon the first floor, almost at the level of 
my eyes, a single casement was open from which a 
feverish radiance spread itself upon the darkness. An 
extraordinary scene was being enacted in the dimly- 
lighted chamber. 

Across the farther comer there had been set a table 
from which the contents had been swept in a rough 
heap upon the floor. Behind this, his back planted 
firmly against the tattered arras, I beheld one of the 
most singular individuals who has ever come across my 
path in life. He was bareheaded, and his dress was 
washed to a nondescript hue by sun and rain ; grimed 
and travel-stained, a thick mass of black hair fell to his 
shoulders and mingling with his unkempt beard gave 
him the appearance of one who for months past had 
neither known the use of comb nor razor. Yet I 
noticed that a valuable jewel gleamed at his throat, and 
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that his doublet was clearly of no common material or 
fashioning. Despite his dishevelled aspect and the 
incongruity of his surroundings, it did not need a 
second glance to tell me that he was a personage of 
mark and standing. There was a distinction in his 
bearing which must have singled him out anywhere as 
one apart from the ordinary ruck of humankind. 

Unarmed, and as one would have thought defence- 
less, he had caught up a low stool and, using it 
alternately as buckler and as weapon, was striving to 
protect himself against the combined attack of no less 
than three assailants. Warding off cut and thrust with 
equal agility and skill, he fought with a dexterity and 
coolness which brought a cry of admiration to my lips. 
Now brandishing his stool about his head he dealt one 
of the combatants a tremendous buffet, causing him to 
reel backwards with an oath, now he as cleverly inter- 
cepted a sudden lunge which threatened to catch him in 
the moment of recoil. With a shout of encouragement 
I sprang across the roadway. The face of a woman — 
pallid, appealing, agonised — had flickered across the 
shadow of the casement. 

The door lay open an inch or more, and with a 
bound and a spring as I threw it wide I cleared the 
staircase. 

" Body of a dog ! I had not known that the German 
Guard was so anxious to protect me. No matter, 
signore. In consideration of your sword I will go so 
far as to forgive your uniform. If you will kindly deal 
with these two upon my right I will see to it that you 
have no cause to regret your valuable assistance. I 
fancy that I can contrive to hold my own against this 
gentleman. A poor thrust, my friend, a poor thrust ! 
It was not thus that Paradiso taught you unless I am 
mistaken ! " 

The man spoke as calmly as if he had been indulging 
in a fencing-bout. I dashed to his assistance, but 
before I reached him he had scored a point, for the 
sword of one of his adversaries shivered to the hilt 
against that three-legged stool which in his hands 
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seemed so redoubtable a weapon. With a snarl the 
fellow, falling back, clutched at his dagger and, wheel- 
ing about swiftly with a string of foul imprecations, 
stabbed viciously over at the woman. But my eye had 
been upon him, and I intercepted the cowardly thrust 
upon my blade, securing the wall with a rapid backward 
leap just as the other swordsman lunged in my direction. 
He was a low-looking fellow, for the mask he wore 
merely threw into higher relief his hanging under-lip 
and coarse-shaped chin. Nor was his companion — a 
short, thick-set figure with a scrubby growth of beard — 
more likely than himself to be mistaken for a gentle- 
man. I knew them for what they were: a pair of 
tavern loafers, whose prowess might safely be measured 
in ratio to the handful of carlini which had bought 
them. 

I shouted to the woman to stand clear, and for a few 
seconds we fought silently and watchfully. Then I saw 
my opportunity. A sharp thrust of the dagger upon 
my left, a sudden lunge upon my right: had either 
touched me, it had been the end. I could have laughed 
at the clumsiness of the attempt as I leapt forward 
from the wall between them. Ere the swordsman could 
regain his balance I turned on him abruptly and ran 
him through the body. Then I faced the other. I 
kept him at a distance with my point, and, stooping 
warily, seized hold of the sword which had fallen from 
the nerveless fingers at my feet. 

" Take this, signore ! " I cried, and flung it exultantly 
across the table. "If you can use it as you use your 
furniture you will be in no need of my assistance I " 

Before the words were out of my mouth he had 
caught the weapon and vaulted lightly to my side. 

" Sir," he said hurriedly, but with surpassing calm- 
ness, " I look to you for a few moments to divert the 
attention of these gentlemen while I continue my con- 
versation with my sister." 

I looked up in amazement. The woman had 
advanced towards us and, with anas outstretched, 
was confronting me, majestic as a pa^||i^^||iQd4^ss. Her 
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eyes were sparkling with a fierce light, her lips were 
red beyond the ordinary, her tones were impassioned 
with the joy of battle. 

" Naples and Liberty ! " she cried. " Keep them in 
play, brave soldier. You will learn all later. Strike 
now for Liberty and Naples ! " 

Taken aback and hardly understanding, I found my- 
self confronted by the leader of the attacking party. 

"Your pardon, cavaliere," I exclaimed desperately, 
fired as I was by the imperious gesture of the woman, 
" but if it would be convenient for you to cross swords 
with me until our friend is ready " 

He seemed to hesitate, and scrutinised me closely 
through the eye-slits of his mask. I profited by the 
delay to glance at my gentleman of the dagger who, 
truth to tell, evinced but little desire to detain me. A 
gentle prick of my weapon and I sent him scrabbling to 
the nearest wall. My present business lay wholly with 
his leader, who with a quick flourish of his blade now 
set upon me. 

He disengaged in tierce in an endeavour to break 
down my guard, and, retreating a pace, I made a pre- 
tence of lowering my weapon and returned his stare 
with interest. He was of middle height and, as I judged, 
nearer fifty than forty years of age. He wore a short 
beard trimmed to a point after the Spanish fashion — 
a mode then much affected by the nobles of the city — 
and his whole attire was indicative of rank. There was 
a mystery about him which put me on my mettle, for, 
try as I would, I could not bring him to speak. In vain 
I attempted to pierce the concealment of his mask. He 
was a clever swordsman, as the first half-dozen passes 
showed me, and it piqued me that he should preserve this 
unfathomable secrecy. 

" This is not the first time, cavaliere, that I have had 
the honour," I said suddenly and at a venture, parrying 
not without difficulty one of his ripostes. 

The remark appeared to disconcert him, for with a 
sharp exclamation he sprang back a step. I pressed 
the advantag^j. but in an instant he had redoubled the 
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attack and was over my guard, pricking me slightly on 
the breast. 

'* Have a care, sir ; have a care ! " muttered a deep 
voice at my elbow as I recovered my position. " Would 
you make old bones you must temper your ardour with 
more caution. So ! " 

My adversary's sword flew from his grasp and fell 
with a clang upon the floor. I have used the trick many 
a time since, but in those days it was a new one to me, 
and I confess that I was not over-pleased either at my 
friend's superior skill or at his unasked-for interference. 
With a gesture of impatience I gave up my place and 
turned aside that he might finish the business for 
himself. 

To my surprise, not unmingled with amusement, I 
found that my rascal of the dagger had decamped. I 
must have revealed my feelings on my countenance, for 
my friend looked at me with a chuckle. 

" Va bene ! '* he said, smiling. " It is nothing. Had 
the knave not fled, I would have killed him, and he 
knew it. He is a league away by now — or in the 
nearest tavern. By the most sacred head of San 
Gennaro, I did not think to be quit of the whole thing 
so easily. My thanks are more than due to you for 
your assistance." 

I made a suitable reply, but he hardly seemed to 
hear me. He was gazing quizzically at his disarmed 
opponent 

" So, Sir Incognito," he said, with a quick jerk of his 
shoulder, " it would appear that you have failed in your 
attempt, and badly. For, believe me, if I have spared 
your hired bravo, it has not been out of consideration 
for his master. I fear, indeed, that you leave me little 
alternative in the matter. Yet it is strange how re- 
luctant I sometimes find myself to kill a man in cold 
blood. Perhaps, signore, if you were to begin by doing 
us the honour of unmasking, it might possibly enable 
me to discover some excuse for postponing your death 
until the next occasion." 

He swerved upon his heel and called out " Claudia I " 
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and the woman rose from her kneeling position by the 
dead body on the ground and came towards him. 

"This may be more serious than I thought," he 
muttered quietly. " You will do well to leave us and 
assemble the inner section of the Company." 

She passed me on her way towards the door and 
halted suddenly. The excitement had vanished from 
her eyes and her mouth was quivering. For a moment 
she stood silent, and we looked at one another without 
speaking. I felt my heart beat rapidly; for the first 
time since my entrance I saw what manner of woman 
this was whom, thanks to Providence, I had been in- 
strumental in befriending. 

She was coarsely clad in some rough homespun : a 
woman of the people as it seemed, yet of that rare type 
of loveliness which in Naples invariably betokens noble 
origin — too frequently, alas, of a left-handed character. 
As she bent her head towards me, the light fell upon 
her profile and lit up a countenance which was better 
fitted to grace a palace than a dwelling in so infamous 
a street as the Toscana. Even in that hasty glance I 
knew instinctively that she was no daughter of the 
pliant husbands of the quarter. Despite the humility 
of her attire, a native distinction breathed in her de- 
meanour which would have betrayed her instantly and 
anywhere. 

The rugged accents of my unkempt friend sounded 
far distant from me. Tongue-tied, and with a curious 
bashfulness, I swept my steel casque from off my head 
and bowed as in the presence of a sovereign. And then 
the unexpected happened, for a shiver ran across her 
and she drew her robe together, and still silent, gained 
the threshold. There on the topmost step she paused 
and her lips set firmly. 

"Man, man," she burst out passionately, "are you 
not ashamed to be a butcher ! " 

I heard her footfall on the staircase and the echo 
of her steps along the street. The blood seemed to 
have left my heart and to have frozen suddenly within 
my veins. 



CHAPTER IV 

A CHAPTER OF INCIDENTS 

I PULLED myself together with an effort; curiosity, 
discomfiture, uneasiness were struggling for the 
mastery. But the first proved an easy victor, for 
the harsh, grating voice beside me, which had run 
on ceaselessly, began to assume an almost purring 
softness. 

" I regret that my request appears to incommode 
you," it said coaxingly, " but it is really necessary to 
be careful in these days. To be obliged to leave 
Naples immediately after my arrival would be highly 
inconvenient to me; more particularly as a packet of 
importance happens to be still in my possession. I 
suppose that I am hardly mistaken in believing that 
a certain personage's desire to become acquainted with 
the contents of that packet has influenced your un- 
fortunate assault on me to-night. By the way, the 
emissaries of His Eminence are often gentlemen of 
some position, are they not, signore? Honestly, I 
should be most unwilling to risk an error in this 
instance. It is curious what an anxiety I feel con- 
cerning your identity." 

He played upon his victim as a cat would with a 
mouse. Yet not a muscle of the other man relaxed, 
nor did he betray the smallest sign of having so much 
as heard the words. Once or twice, indeed, I fancied 
that his fingers twitched uneasily, but the movement, if 
movement it was, seemed hardly conscious, and there 
was a fine pride in his demeanour as he stood there 
unflinchingly and silent. Meanwhile the speaker 

as 
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waited, caressing his blade slowly with his hand, in 
evident doubt as to his course of action. 

"We are two to one, signore," he said, with 
increasing gentleness, "and to offer violence would 
not be consistent with our dignity. You will forgive 
me, none the less, if I venture to impress upon you the 
advisability of prompt decision. Our young friend of 
the Guard is, I can see, on tenterhooks." 

The other flung a swift glance about the room. Then 
he folded his arms quietly, and resumed his attitude of 
impassivity. 

** You are looking for something, perhaps ? " went on 
my friend politely. " I am sorry that I can discover no 
means of escape from your predicament. Or am I 
mistaken ? Doubtless you were merely wondering in 
what corner I had concealed the packet." 

He fumbled in his bosom and drew out a bundle, 
which he laid carefully upon the table. 

" You will not be able to say that I did not trust you. 
His Eminence would willingly pay a long price to be 
left alone with the contents of that packet for ten 
minutes. You are in the confidence of His Eminence, 
signore ? " 

With a grim chuckle he struck the packet with his 
weapon. " Come, sir, come ; you have played and lost. 
It rests with you whether or not you force me to 
extremities. I give you five seconds and no longer." 

The disarmed man took a step nearer to the table, 
and, with a sullen gesture, lifted his hand as though to 
withdraw the mask which still obscured his features. 
For a breathless interval he hesitated; then, with 
sublime indifference, he shrugged his shoulders. 

Ere either of us could divine his purpose his arm shot 
sideways. A crash, as the lantern rolled upon the floor, 
and darkness ! A thud, and the room was blotted from 
our vision ! In the sudden surprise there was no sound 
to help us. I dashed in the direction of the door, and 
listened. " The packet ! " cried a voice, " the packet ! " 

There was a noise of struggling, of laboured breathing, 
of man grappling man in deadly conflict. I heard an 
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oath. A stealthy footstep passed me. Instinctively I 
struck out with my hands, plunged forward wildly, and 
the same instant staggered up against the table. My 
fingers closed upon the packet. 

A deep-drawn hiss came from beside me, and a hand 
fell swiftly upon mine and gripped it. I swayed in the 
darkness, fought with the unseen grasp which clutched 
me, brought the pommel of my sword down with a slam 
upon the woodwork. The grip relaxed. I clung to the 
packet, and I shouted, for a figure showed faintly in the 
casement. It dropped, and with a savage curse another 
followed. I heard the sound of running in the roadway. 

In a twinkling I was at the window. A single ray of 
the moon crept through a crevice in the arches, barely 
serving to illuminate the outlines of the surrounding 
houses. I extricated the tinder from my pocket, and, 
obtaining a spark from the flint, peered round about 
me. Of my late companions there was not a trace. 

The mystery had thickened with a vengeance. I 
thrust the packet hastily into my doublet, and turned 
once more into the room, resolved to await the return 
of one or other of its occupants. I was groping for the 
lamp when I came into contact with some clammy 
substance; it was the face of the man whom I had 
killed. With a shudder I drew out steel and flint; I 
was conscious of a strange sensation of tightness in 
the throat, as though the atmosphere of the room had 
suddenly become unbearable. A quick suspicion seized 
me, and I threw back my head and sniffed. Smoke! 
And with smoke, fire ! 

I started nervously, and my eye fell upon a little 
thread of light which was making its way rapidly 
along the flooring. I rushed towards it, and in haste 
and carelessness stumbled over the three-legged stool 
which had served its duty as a weapon. Before I could 
pick myself up, there was a flare, a crackling, a vivid 
flash, transforming darkness into daylight. Fool that I 
was, the lamp had slipped my memory. The foul, slow- 
burning oil had caught the smouldering wick. The 
room seemed alive with little rivulets of fire. 
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I flung myself tooth and nail upon the arras. But in 
that moment of delay the oil had gained the hangings 
and the walls were ablaze in half-a-dozen places. I 
tore down the dingy tapestry, trampled it, strove to 
beat out the fire with my feet. A horrible smell assailed 
my nostrils as a trickle of flame played in and out about 
the corpse. My face was scorching, my breath came and 
went in gasps. The fire roared louder in derision 
of my efforts, and with an access of ferocity drove 
me from it. Choking and spluttering, I desisted. I 
reached the casement and vaulted despairingly into the 
street. 

" Fire ! " I shouted. '* To the buckets ! Fire ! " 

I cast a look upwards. It was time, indeed, that I 
bestirred myself. Crazy structure as was the building, 
the entire Toscana would be involved in danger. But 
the Naples poor sleep soundly, and I had no answer 
to my cries. 

"Holy Saint Lazarus!" I bellowed at last in des- 
peration, hammering at the nearest doorpost with my 
sword-hilt. "Are you swine that you are satisfied to 
be broiled alive in your styes? Wake up, I say, 
wake up!" 

" A malediction light on you ! " wheezed a cracked 
voice as an adjoining casement groaned upon its hinges. 
" To your bed, brawler, and let peaceful citizens enjoy 
their slumber." 

The protest rounded off in a shrill scream of terror as 
the speaker perceived the cause of the commotion. I 
shrank hurriedly back into the shadow, little desirous 
of being seen or recognised. But my attempt to slip 
away unnoticed was frustrated at the outset, for the 
lazzaroni were pouring from their hovels, and the air 
was rent with a thousand appeals from as many throats 
as could contrive to compass a prayer to San Gennaro. 
Some one in the lurid glare caught sight of me as I 
retreated. 

" The butchers ! It is the butchers ! They have set 
fire to our houses. Popolo ! Popolo I Down with the 
butchers ! Slay the foreigners ! " 
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The flames from the doomed building lit up as exe- 
crable a gathering of half-naked wretches as even the 
squalor of Naples might engender. I stomached my 
dignity and ran as the foremost of them made a rush at 
me. Not for one moment had I reflected that the 
passions of the mob would of a certainty lay the fire 
at our charge. Yet such was ever the habit of the 
lazzaroni. But for me they had been burning in their 
beds, and now, with characteristic gratitude, a round 
dozen of them were at my heels, clamouring as though 
they had unearthed a devil. I bolted to the left, and 
then veering sharply through the arches, tore along a 
narrow passage. Gradually the footsteps became fewer, 
and, as I listened, fainter. My pursuers had apparently 
abandoned their designs upon me that they might see 
to the protection of their property. The sound grew 
less and less until but a single individual appeared to 
be still following. I slackened my pace, and coming to 
a halt, awaited him. He wellnigh ran against me in 
the darkness before the clang of my scabbard upon the 
pavement warned him of my proximity. The reminder 
was not to his liking, for with a howl of dismay he 
stopped short and fled by the way which he had come : 
some poor devil of a wretch, no doubt, who had not 
noticed the gradual desertion of his comrades, and whose 
taste for cold steel was not on a par with his hatred of 
the butchers ! 

The passage, so far as I could gather, led in the 
direction of the Marinella, but its windings were so 
frequent and so various that I could not be certain of 
my whereabouts. Unlike the Toscana, it was open to 
the sky, but I was able to discern little beyond gloom 
and overhanging eaves so nearly projecting one towards 
the other as to obscure the moonlight. To add to my dis- 
comfort, the lane was loosely paved with slippery tiles, 
which, from their condition, could have met but with 
scant repair since the old days of municipal activity under 
Don Pedro de Toledo. It was not until my patience 
was exhausted that I at last came to an outlet, and 
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going through it, found myself in a small open space at 
the converging of three roads. 

The moon was out and shed its radiance over a por- 
tion of the square. Before me stretched a slowly rising 
street of flat uneven steps, on ascending which I was 
able to discern in the near distance the looming shape 
of some great monument. As I drew closer this re- 
solved itself into a massive fountain, having in the centre 
of its three tiers of basins a life-sized figure of Atlas 
bearing a starry world upon his shoulders. A gigantic 
two-headed eagle, with its wings outspread, towered 
above the whole, and I could have shouted with delight 
as I recognised the Fontana Sellaria, that glorious work 
of Giovanni da Nola, which, since its erection in 1537, 
has never failed to awaken the enthusiastic admiration 
of every visitor to Naples. The very sight of the 
familiar landmark was enough to rouse me from the 
jaded weariness which had overcome me. With a fresh 
and springy step I turned down the road and set off 
homewards. 

A new recruit — ^such was the lack of method which 
prevailed in the Viceregal household — I had not yet been 
accommodated with suitable quarters in the Palace, and 
my temporary lodgings lay in the street of the Orefici 
or goldsmiths. There I had procured a couple of rooms 
in the clean and decent house of Alfonso Valenzano, a 
jeweller by profession, who had been recommended to 
me by von Reinhold, and who was but too glad of 
the added security afforded by my tenancy to trouble 
me with those numerous extortions which have so 
long made Neapolitan hospitality a byword throughout 
Italy. It was with a sense of relief that I reached 
my door at last. The reaction had set in. The problem 
was too complex for unconditional solution. I felt the 
mysterious packet in my doublet : the morrow assuredly 
would bring inquiry and answer. I was over-tired for 
conjecture. I laid my head upon my pallet and fell at 
once into a dreamless slumber. 

It was broad day and the sun was high in the 



A Chapter of Incidents 31 

heavens when I awoke to find von Reinhold standmg 
by my bedside. He was bursting with news, and his 
face was Ut up with excitement. 

''A pretty kettle of fish exists to be accounted for. 
Unless the Viceroy makes up his mind — and that 
quickly — to withdraw his infernal gabella on fruit, I 
would not give the snap of a finger against the chances 
of a revolution. To-day's Festa will breed mischief, or 
I am no prophet. For to help to precipitate matters, if 
you please, the Rua Toscana — confusion to its ashes — 
has been destroyed by fire during the night : fourteen 
hovels burnt and two bedridden women. And there 
are a score of voices to swear that it was the Guard 
who set the first torch to the buildings. As usual. 
It is always the foreigners who are held responsible on 
these occasions. If Master Ercole is sufficiently clever, 
he will see that you are handed over to the mob by way 
of scapegoat. Eh, Kuno ? " 

I bit my lip with some anxiety. The jest verged too 
nearly on probability to be altogether palatable. I had 
not reckoned on so great a stir as the result of my 
adventures. My difficulties seemed suddenly to have 
multiplied a hundredfold. I was about to confide my 
troubles to my comrade when, as luck would have it, 
the snare closed in upon me. I was just buckling on 
my sword when the door flew open and old Valenzano 
rushed into the room. I knew by his expression what 
had happened. 

" Excellency," he gasped rather than cried, " there is 
a side door, quick. God grant it be not too late." And 
he made as if to drag me with him. Then he gave vent 
to a loud yell. " The Cardinal ! The Cardinal ! " 

I raised my head and my jaw dropped, for in the 
doorway stood Ercole ! I caught the glint of arms 
behind him, and a score of the Cardinal's mercenaries 
strode towards me. Ercole was the first to break the 
silence which came over us. 

"Lieutenant von Striedbeck," he said, with mincing 
dignity, "I am commanded to conduct you to the 
Palace." 
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A gleam of colour shot over his smooth boyish skin 
as von Reinhold broke out with an indignant exclama- 
tion. 

I looked him in the eyes before I spoke. 

" Under arrest ? " I asked. 

He bowed. I handed him my sword and the escort 
closed around me. 



CHAPTER V 

THE VOICE OF THE PEOPLE 

I HAD gathered from von Reinhold's words to me 
that the disaster to the Rua Toscana had provoked 
something like a tumult among the lazzaroni; but 
I was as little prepared as was the Viceroy himself 
for the violence of the storm which actually broke out 
with such amazing suddenness. 

It was the custom in Naples to hold a kind of popular 
game in the Piazza del Mercato upon the Sunday or 
two which preceded the Festival of Our Lady of the 
Carmine. The ragged population chose a captain under 
whom they attacked and stormed a castle of wood and 
canvas which was erected in the centre of the market- 
place. The mimic fortress thus constructed was garri- 
soned by a representation of Turkish troops, formed 
out of a band of lads of the lowest class who, by 
painting the greater part of their bodies and their faces 
black and red, and by arming themselves with wooden 
scimitars, assumed the character of Saracens; in 
memory, no doubt, of some former descent upon the 
city by those infidel barbarians. Relying, it may be, 
upon the fact that the only weapons permitted to the 
attacking party were canes or reeds to which pitched 
faggots were sometimes attached for the purpose of 
setting fire to the citadel, the authorities, with wanton 
disregard of public sentiment, had taken little or no 
precautions to guard against the possibility of the mock 
contest degenerating into an organised disturbance. 
Yet it was but too evident that these starving wretches 
were not of the type to content themselves with sport 
of this description where there was plunder to be had 
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and a fair chance of wreaking vengeance. The burden 
of the innumerable gabelle had inflamed pubHc dis- 
content to a degree in which but a single spark was 
needed to provoke a general rising of the people. 
Placards of seditious import had been secretly posted 
night after night, without clue to the perpetrator, upon 
the very walls of the Custom House. The lessons of 
the rebellion at Palermo, which but two months before 
had taxed to the utmost the resources of Don Pedro 
Fajardo, the Viceroy of that province, had not been lost 
upon the populace of Naples. Yet the Duke of Arcos, 
self-inflated with his own importance, had done abso- 
lutely nothing to remedy the deficiency in numbers of 
those who alone could uphold his authority against the 
mob. Notwithstanding the unfavourable circumstances, 
he had allowed most of the Spanish and German troops 
to march into Lombardy ; he was deliberating how to 
meet the attack of the French in the north of Italy 
without considering that he was stripping the city of 
armed forces at a moment when the very continuance 
of Spanish rule itself was in the greatest jeopardy. 
With the exception of ourselves and some threescore 
of the Cardinal's guard — mercenaries from Florence and 
the north — I doubt whether there were a hundred 
soldiers in the city. Had the Viceroy been of a less 
obstinate disposition, or his counsellors less reckless in 
their contempt of those whom they were wont to look 
upon rather in the light of beasts of burden than as 
human beings, the revolution which rose to a head on 
that morning of Sunday, the seventh of July, might 
easily have been repressed at its commencement. 

But Providence willed otherwise, and such in a word 
was the critical position of affairs upon that eventful 
day when I found myself so ignominiously conducted 
from my lodgings under the escort of Ercole. That 
Ercole himself was aware of the strength of the popular 
feeling I have no reason to suppose. Had he been able, 
indeed, to guess ever so vaguely at the events of the 
next few hours, this history in all probability would 
never have been written. It was enough for him that 
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the careless spirit of unheeding boyhood ran in his 
veins, and that he held me unarmed and a prisoner at 
his mercy. Yet the best laid plans sometimes miscany, 
and to this day I live to look back with wonder at the 
strange combination of circumstances by which, almost 
despite myself, I contrived to escape from my terrible 
predicament 

We had not gone more than a couple of hundred 
paces from my lodgings when, as we neared the 
miserable quarter of the Vico Rotto, a sharp order 
from Ercole had brought my escort smartly to attention, 
and we had been forced to beat a hasty retreat into a 
friendly courtyard. An unusual commotion was raging 
in the dingy thoroughfare. From the squalid Lavinaio 
and the Porto a serried, gesticulating mass of humanity 
burst suddenly upon us. The world had become full of 
many noises and of many voices. From beyond the 
gate on the ways that led beside the city walls came the 
clamour of hoarse shouts and cries and the thudding din 
of running feet. Through the gateway itself, irresistibly 
driven onward by the pressure from behind, swaying 
like a sea, the crowd poured thick and fast. In every 
side-street, every passage, men were running; and not 
men only, women, children, furious, scarce human 
creatures, mercilessly trampling the weaker under foot, 
the very stones seeming to turn to human beings as the 
mob swept pell-mell past us like some troop of fiends. 
With unceasing bowlings tore along now charcoal- 
burners, those half-naked, half-savage inhabitants of 
the caves and alleys of the poisonous quarters of the 
poor in Naples ; now wolfish peasants, the scum of the 
vineyards and orange-groves of Pozzuoli ; now a horde 
of leaping, shrieking figures, sweating with vile hands 
and viler faces, drenching the atmosphere with the foul 
reek of the tan-yard and the slaughter-house. Men 
with loathsome sores upon them stumbled amid the 
hideous rabble. A woman borne along in the torrent 
was brandishing aloft the dead body of a child. The 
air was filled with imprecations and with cursings. 
Not merely was it that the lazzaroni seemed of a 
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sudden to have broken loose upon the city ; behind the 
swollen roar of maddened voices dawned the first 
horrors of a revolution, the angry vengeance of an 
infuriated people. Stamped upon one and all in that 
wild rush was the visible sign of hunger, of a linger- 
ing starvation which had done its work in converting 
reasoning creatures into unthinking devils. Yet it was 
to the Mercato for the purpose of taking part in the ill- 
timed mimic contest that the lazzaroni of the city were 
now bound. If the spectacle before me was a true 
specimen of what these wretches termed amusement, 
Heaven help the Spanish oppressors should it occur 
to some one to convert the senseless game into real 
earnest. 

I remember an old man, a guest of my father for a 
while at Freiburg, who had chanced as a small boy in 
the company of his parents to find himself in Paris 
during that terrible night of the twenty-fourth of 
August, when the Seine ran red with the blood of 
Huguenots, and every street was alive with a howling 
multitude clamouring for victims. By some fearful 
mischance — for he was as good a Catholic as any who 
raised their hands that night against the heretics — the 
boy's father had been hunted by the infuriated mob, 
and I recall as vividly as if it were but yesterday the 
quavering passionate tones and gestures with which the 
old man was wont to emphasise the hellish screams and 
fiendish exultation of the band of ruffians, who eventually 
ran to earth and slew their helpless victim at the very 
door of his own lodgings before the eyes of his despair- 
ing family. He can scarce have been of an age at the 
time to appreciate the full horror of the scene, but the 
memory of that wild chase clung to him till his death. 

It was a curious and uncomfortable story to come 
back to me at such a moment. It is true that we were 
in a large measure securely screened from observation, 
for the open court in which we stood was cut off from 
the roadway by a narrow passage such as was hardly 
likely in the greatness of the press to attract the 
attention of the mob without. None the less my situa- 
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tion was a sufficiently dangerous one. While I could 
be tolerably certain that the rabble would be reluctant 
to come into collision with the mercenaries of the 
Cardinal, yet there was another and more serious factor 
to be reckoned with in the person of Ercole. Should 
the whim seize that young gentleman to sacrifice me to 
the passions of the mob, nothing, indeed, could well be 
easier. And in any case, if the crowd once caught sight 
of me in their present excited condition, even granting 
the support of the escort whose duty it was to conduct 
me to the Palace 

It was no pleasant predicament for an unarmed man. 
But Ercole's glance was on me and, with the outer 
clamour ringing in my ears, I pretended an assurance 
which I was ' far from feeling. There was a look of 
contemptuous amusement on his face which seemed to 
warn me that I should require all my nerve if I was to 
escape with a whole skin from the terrible situation in 
which I found myself. Bojdsh as he appeared in his 
short crimson doublet with its exaggerated trimmings 
and the velvet cap set rakishly upon his head, there 
was a malicious deliberation in his manner which would 
not have discredited a man of forty. Despite the 
affectation which disfigured his attire, and the bloom of 
innocence which faintly tinged his almost girlish cheeks, 
I began to experience a vague uneasiness as I noted 
the lurking evil which glimmered furtively behind the 
drooping, heavily-fringed eyelids. But I bore his 
scrutiny unflinchingly, and with a laugh he turned his 
back upon me. For a while he paced up and down 
before us where we stood ranged in single file against 
the shadow of the wall. His brow was puckered, his 
manner indicative of deep reflection. Yet I strove in 
vain to pierce his impassivity, to gain some inkling of 
what treachery lay in his thoughts. 

Outside, the shrieking, sweating, half-clad lazzaroni 
were pouring along the street in ever-increasing tumult 
and disorder. Cries directed against the gaballieri 
mingled with frantic denunciations of the German 
Guard, with shouts of *' Viva il popolo I " with shrill 
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entreaties to the Blessed Virgin, with now and again a 
heartrending scream from one who, stumbling, was 
being pitilessly trampled under foot. Wrath, fore- 
boding, lamentation : from the whole city there went up 
the thundering din, ebbing and flowing, dying at times 
into a deep growling murmur, as a new catchword rose 
above the hubbub. 

*' Vivaj viva^ Masaniello dAntalftf" Such was the 
cry which at frequent intervals obscured all others. 
The words flew on from man to man, tossed about from 
end to end of the vast multitude. The mysterious 
rallying call leapt from point to point, from side to side. 
The heavens themselves seemed to be echoing the 
sound. " Viva^ viva, Masaniello cFAmalfi!" As I 
heard it I knew that it could have but one meaning. 
The lazzaroni had at last a leader. 

Meanwhile we stood waiting in the courtyard : how 
long I cannot say, for a chill had settled on my senses, 
and the minutes were like hours. But gradually, 
slowly — and the mere thought was enough to clear 
my faculties — it became apparent that the rush was 
slackening. Almost insensibly the mob grew more 
restrained, less violent in character, as the first pressure 
from behind decreased in force. Even while I looked 
it shrank and dwindled, not normal yet, but steadily 
assuming more orderly proportions. Fig-sellers from 
Pozzuoli passed, a company of fishermen with their 
nets and baskets, a troop of children, among them one 
whose bleeding head bore eloquent witness to the 
former crush. The men beside me were leaning 
impatiently upon their muskets, fidgeting to be gone 
now that the coast was comparatively clear. Yet 
Ercole made no sign. He was standing beside the 
narrow entrance in such a wise that, while he remained 
invisible to those without, he commanded a clear view 
along the street. As the tumult grew fainter, fading 
away into the distance, he shaded his eyes with his 
hand and gazed before him earnestly. Then his face 
cleared, and he gave a low sharp whistle. There was 
an answering echo from afar. 
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His eyes were glad and merciless as he turned 
his back upon the entrance and came slowly down 
the centre of the courtyard. A gleam of his teeth, 
a toss of his curls, and he clanged his sword into its 
scabbard. 

*' I suppose," he said, " that I ought to begin with 
an apology. My dear lieutenant, you should really 
learn to sharpen your wits, if you propose to live in 
Naples. Well ! well ! Perhaps it would be a little late 
to begin now. The truth is, of course — I wonder whether 
it has occurred to you — that you gave up your sword to 
me quite unnecessarily. Your arrest was purely imagi- 
nary, my good von Striedbeck: merely a humorous 
notion which came to me when I got up this morning. 
Honestly, I must beseech you not to look so startled ; 
I have His Eminence's sanction, if it be that which 
troubles you. Somehow a little bird managed to carry 
the news to me of your share last night in that most 
unfortunate affair of the Toscana. It gave me such an 
excellent opportunity of settling my trifling score with 
you that I felt myself almost impelled to take advantage 
of it. How does it strike you, lieutenant ? " 

He concluded with a merry fit of laughter. I pulled 
myself erect, but for an instant shame and indignation 
that I had fallen victim to so low a trick combined to 
hold me speechless. Then I gave him a look which 
sent his cheeks the colour of his hair, and drove him 
fumbling with his sword-hilt. 

*'Good," I said with dignity. **So you would 
murder me.*' 

" Not so fast, sir ; not so fast,'' he interrupted roughly. 
** I am no street bully that you should talk of murder. 
God ! man. Were I to kill you now, it would afford 
me poor satisfaction, I assure you. You grant me too 
little credit for my ingenuity. A stab in the back, 
death instant, painless! On my soul, Signor von 
Striedbeck, you cannot seriously imagine that I should 
allow you to make your exit in so commonplace a 
fashion." 

Ere he could stir, I had struck him across the face 
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with all the weight of my gloved hand. " Bastard ! " 
I said, and repeated it again, and yet again. It was 
but a retort of two syllables, yet, coupled with the blow, 
it proved more telling than anything I could have 
spoken. Even as the guard hurled themselves on me 
and held me, I saw Ercole wince and grow pale, and 
redden, as if in that moment he caught reflected in the 
mirror of my face and words the estimation in which he 
was held by honourable men. Then he whipped his 
sword from its scabbard and advanced upon me. His 
features were convulsed with passion, the hand which 
held the blade was trembling. But he conquered his 
rage and mastered himself in time, and arrested his 
weapon in mid-air. My arms pinioned behind my back, 
I awaited the fatal stroke with equanimity. Better so, 
by far, than the lingering death by inches to which he 
had condemned me. Yet, in a flash, he had recovered 
himself. I had not reckoned with the truly Neapolitan 
character which was his heritage. 

"I congratulate you," he cried sneeringly. "That 
was a pretty idea on your part ; a fraction too theatrical 
maybe, but, as I say, a pretty idea — for a German like 
yourself especially. I did not credit you with so much 
courage. None the less I can afford to forgive you. 
Indeed, it will perhaps save you further suspense if I 
let you know at once by what method I propose to deal 
with you." 

He moved to the entrance and blew another whistle 
on his fingers. There was a shout in answer, and a 
band of lazzaroni burst precipitately into the courtyard. 
Then ensued a scene which even in that despairing 
crisis filled my soul with loathing and my heart with 
bitterness. For Ercole had but to make a single 
step and in a second the poor fools were at his feet 
and kissing the very ground on which he stood, and 
fawning slavishly before the treacherous young bastard 
of their worshipped Cardinal. God in heaven ! I could 
have cried aloud in desperation as the miserable dupes 
abased themselves, flung themselves in front of him, 
hailed him as their protector and their saviour ; him 
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who had no other object in existence than to basely 
betray the trust which they reposed in him. 

There followed a howl of execration, and one who 
seemed to be the leader of the band sprang menacingly 
at me. With a word, Ercole stayed him. 

" Gently, good people ! The person of this gentleman 
belongs not to us but to the city. By the people whom 
he has wronged he shall be judged." 

As if by an afterthought he added : 

'^Behold the incendiary of the Toscana ! " 

When the clamour had abated he spoke afresh, 
and with decision, and I noticed that his lisp had left 
him. 

"Citizens of Naples I In honour of Our Blessed 
Lady of Mount Carmel, you have this day chosen out 
among yourselves a captain, in accordance with the 
ancient privileges of this city. For four-and-twenty 
hours he is your leader, competent to deal with all that 
affects the people, saving only the authority of His 
Most Catholic Majesty. On whom among your number 
has the choice fallen, who rules this day in the 
Mercato ? " 

*' lUustrissimo," called out a voice, " it is Tommaso 
Aniello, formerly of Amalfi." And again a deafening 
shout went up. " Viva il popolo ! Viva Masaniello ! " 

Ercole raised his hand for silence. 

"Upon my word, Lieutenant von Striedbeck," he 
exclaimed, and his tones were boyish once again, " upon 
my word, this Masaniello or Aniello, or whatever his 
name may be, seems to enjoy almost greater popularity 
than I do myself. What do you say to making his 
acquaintance, eh ? The Mercato should present quite a 
lively appearance, if we may judge from the nature of 
the mob which passed us. I can safely prophesy an 
exciting reception for any of your friends who may 
be foolish enough to interfere. I fancy that even the 
Viceroy himself would find it difficult to rescue you, 
once this Masaniello has you in his clutches. These 
good people have a novel way of meting out justice 
to incendiaries. And when the incendiary happens 
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in addition to be an officer of the German Guard ! I 
trust that you perceive the delicate humour of the 
situation." 

He walked away and began to harangue the mob 
which filled the courtyard. Presently his sword flashed 
through the air. 

" To the Mercato ! Forward ! " 



CHAPTER VI 

MASANIELLO 

Of the incidents which marked that terrible procession 
to the market-place I cannot speak. Some confused 
recollection I have of the coarse jeering of the mob 
whom not even the presence of Ercole could restrain 
from violence, of a blow which stunned me for the 
moment, of blood which, trickling down my face, 
blinded me, of being buffeted to and fro amid a sea 
of villainous countenances, of losing and regaining 
consciousness, of being dragged forward unresistingly 
by the stout arms which held me. I have learnt since 
that Ercole had had need of all his influence over the 
foul rabble to save me from being torn in pieces, that 
more than once the escort had found it necessary to 
form around me in a circle with levelled muskets. I 
have been told that I struck out wildly with my hands, 
that I shouted like a madman, that it required the 
strength of four men to hold me back from leaping 
among the crowd to seek a certain death. 

Few spots in Southern Italy are more familiar, 
possess more cherished associations to me now, than 
the great market-place of Naples. Yet never since that 
morning have I traversed it without an uncontrollable 
shudder of repulsion. Let me hurry as quickly as I 
can over the scene which presented itself to me as, 
streaming with blood, I gazed on the piazza upon that 
fateful Sunday in that never-to-be-forgotten year of 
1647. 

From time immemorial the Mercato del Carmine, the 
public market of the city, had been the source of public 

commotion and disturbance. Situated in the most 
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crowded quarter of Naples, two sides of the square 
were taken up by a row of pent-houses, the hovels of 
cobblers and the lower fisher-folk, leaning against a 
mass of shapeless timber houses which tottered upwards 
in a medley of sagging roofs and bulging gutters. Here, 
moreover, was the place of execution, the scaffold being 
erected opposite a narrow street known as "dei Sos- 
piri," since it was at this point that the criminal caught 
his first glimpse of the gallows. Around and about 
stood the sheds and booths of the sellers of fruit and 
garden produce: among them a building which, by 
reason of its commanding presence, seemed to dwarf 
all neighbours into insignificance, despite the fact that 
it rose but imperceptibly above the rest. If the per- 
petual spectacle of the gallows, more often than not 
with a grisly burden still hanging in the chains, was 
little calculated to reconcile the people to the blessings 
of the Viceregal rule, this particular edifice hardly 
inspired less aversion or fewer demonstrations of 
hostility. It was of solid masonry, consisting only of 
three chambers. The royal arms of Spain above the 
door, and the throng of functionaries in a uniform 
even more hateful to the populace than was our own, 
revealed it as the central office of the gatherers of 
customs. 

As we emerged from the Sospiri, I recovered my 
senses sufficiently to take some note of my surround- 
ings. So great was the press, that some time elapsed 
before a passage could be forced, and, with the guard 
encircling me, I enjoyed a brief respite, which enabled 
me in some measure to pluck up spirit and turn an 
undaunted front to the vile mob about me. 

In honour of the Festa, the Custom House loomed 
woebegone and desolate, while the market booths had 
been removed to the farther end of the piazza, in order 
to make way for the uncouth wooden erection which 
on this day was adapted to the purpose of a fortress. 
Thither Ercole had proceeded, the multitude yielding 
before him willingly as he was recognised. Excited as 
was the crowd, it was clear that some rude form of 
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discipline reigned among them, for not a man strove to 
lay hands upon me, and, even amid the jeering cries 
and foul insulting oaths, I found myself to my surprise 
untouched and unmolested. Gradually I perceived a 
number of ragamuffins armed with canes, whose work 
it appeared to be to endeavour to preserve a semblance 
of order in the crowd. These men had assembled 
round us, and using their canes freely upon the backs 
of such as were dilatory in motion, soon created an open 
space about me. 

There came a cry from beyond, and the mob fell back 
still further. Through the lane thus formed advanced, 
headed by Ercole, a score or more of what was evidently 
the garrison of the mock citadel: men grotesquely 
daubed with paint about their bodies, in clumsy imita- 
tion of the Saracens, and armed with wooden scimitars. 
At a signal from Ercole, the Cardinal's mercenaries 
withdrew and formed up in my rear. With a low 
sweep of his velvet cap, Ercole turned to the leader of 
the clowns behind him. 

" Signor Savino Sacardo,*' he exclaimed, with an odd 
assumption of humility, '* I have the honour to deliver 
up to you for judgment the person of Lieutenant von 
Striedbeck, of the German Guard, an incendiary, a 
murderer, and an enemy to Naples. His Eminence the 
Cardinal, having at heart as always the welfare of the 
people, has been graciously pleased to command that 
your captain for this day shall judge this criminal 
oflFender according to the laws which from time im- 
memorial have obtained among you. By the authority 
of His Eminence the Cardinal Archbishop, I commit 
this person to your charge." 

He waved his cap in the air. " Long live the Car- 
dinal!" Then with another salutation, as the ground 
shook with the plaudits of the mob, he moved away. 
As he came by me, he stopped and looked up at me 
reflectively. 

"That was a bit of exaggeration," he whispered, " for 
which I shall find it difficult to get absolution. But 
never fear, lieutenant. Not even your oratory will 
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persuade them that it was a lie. I wish you joy of your 
interview with Masanielio, Herr von Striedbeck," 

With an affected gesture of farewell, he passed into 
the crowd. 

One by one the band of masquerading Saracens bent 
the knee before me in obeisance. Perhaps it was the 
departure of Ercole, perhaps it was the grinning mockery 
of the fools about me, but my courage, which had been 
at oozing point, came back to me like a flash. For the 
moment, at all events, I could see that I was safe — 
even then I marvelled at the power of this mysterious 
Masanielio in restraining and holding back the horde of 
ferocious wolves who swarmed around us. There was 
no lack of firmness in my step as I proceeded through 
the narrow lane of scowling faces, escorted with mock 
obsequiousness by the fawning blackamoors, to where 
the captain sat beneath the gallows. 

The name of Tommaso Aniello — Masanielio, as it was 
commonly abbreviated — will ever linger in the memory 
of Neapohtans. Nor even at this lapse of time can I 
bring myself to write of him without affection and a 
feeling of sadness at the thought of his untimely ending. 
That first impression, gathered in that crisis of anxiety, 
remains indelibly imprinted in my mind. 

Seated upon an empty barrel, his legs dangling, his 
arms crossed, yet occupying that whimsical throne with 
true Italian grace, I beheld a young man of some seven- 
and-twenty years of age. He was of middle height, 
spare and slight and lean, somewhat effeminate it may 
be in features, yet bronzed by sun and wind, and lined 
with the stem ciphers of malign experiences. His fair 
hair was long and unkempt and fell in curls about his 
neck ; the finer curves of cheek and chin were blurred 
with the uncropped growth of a week-old beard; his 
dark eyes were bright and quick; his glance restless 
and comprehensive. He wore the ordinary fisherman's 
garb of white and blue linen, leaving the leg bare below 
the knee ; his shirt was open at the breast ; his head 
was covered with the customary cap in vogue among 
the mariners of Naples. For all his fantastic attitude, 
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his wild eyes, his mobile lips, it was impossible to look 
upon him without noting the qualities of manhood 
beneath the careless vivacity which alternated with 
brooding melancholy in his disposition, without being 
struck with some reflection of the high thoughts which 
lay behind the noble forehead. This fisher lad, indeed, 
despite the strain of madness in his veins, which under 
the baneful fostering of the Cardinal was destined to 
wreck the city's hopes in the very moment of apparent 
triumph, this fisher lad, whose name will go down to 
posterity as at once one of the greatest citizens of 
Naples and as the most signal victim of Neapolitan 
ingratitude, might under happier auspices have won 
for himself renown and reputation as a general and 
a statesman almost without parallel in those troublous 
times of war and bloodshed. 

During the forty years which I have lived since then, 
I have fought under many captains and in many lands ; 
I have known and served under generals whose names 
are as household words among us, whose fame will be 
remembered as long as the art of warfare shall endure ; 
yet I do not hesitate to say that as a born leader of 
men, as one whose influence was magnetic with the 
multitude, as a disciplinarian and as an organiser of 
what was perhaps the vilest rabble upon earth, this 
Masaniello, ten days ruler of the destinies of Naples, 
stands in my mind as the one man possessed of the 
noblest qualities of generalship whom I have hitherto 
encountered. I could relate how upon one evening 
when the mob was seething about the Convent of 
San Luigi, and the Duke of Arcos, his huge bulk 
trembling in the very extremity of terror, vainly essayed 
to render his voice audible above the tumult — but 
my pen carries me away in digression in a cloud of 
memories. 

I have said that an empty barrel had been trundled 
forward, and that upon this fantastic perch, the gallows 
towering above him, sat the captain of the lazzaroni, 
Masaniello, his eager face alive with emotions, with 
mockery on his lips and with sorrow in his eyes^ 
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girdled about by the foul multitude which relapsed into 
instant silence at his bidding. For a moment he sat 
thus, swinging his body easily from side to side, while 
his lieutenants with a flourish of their staves drove back 
the pressing people. Then, as his glance seemed to 
pierce my very body, he extended his forefinger towards 
the leader of the masqueraders. 

^^CaperiV^ he exclaimed, as he looked me over 
curiously, " my good Savino, you would appear to have 
half-killed the man already. Is this scarecrow all that 
His Eminence is pleased to send me in the way of 
criminals ? I had hoped for a finer bird on whom to 
fledge my new-found dignity." 

The other flourished his wooden scimitar in mock 
salute. 

" Beggars cannot always be choosers, Maso. Doubt- 
less, had this gentleman been allowed to follow his own 
inclinations, he would have selected another costume 
in which to appear before your Excellency. Indeed, 
it looks as though Signor Ercole had met with some 
little difficulty in restraining the ardour of your 
devoted followers. Corpo di Bacco I Listen to them 
now. Have they never before seen a gentleman in 
tatters ! " 

The clamour had broken out afresh and with a grim 
significance. "To the gallows with him! To the 
gallows ! " Sticks and scimitars fell heavily upon the 
heads and backs of the mob as the rude police rushed 
forward. Blows were delivered and returned as freely, 
the people roared themselves hoarse with fury, there 
was a desperate attempt to gain the open ground 
whereon I stood. With folded arms I faced them. 
Whatever agony may have possessed my soul, I dis- 
played no flinching in my attitude. 

Masaniello clapped his hands together joyfully. 
^^ Bravo r^ he cried. "I know a brave man when I 
see him." And with a sudden spring he leapt to a 
standing position on the barrel. There was no need of 
words, for as the crowd beheld him the tumult ceased 
as if by magic, and with a cry of delight the vast 
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assemblage composed itself to listen. I could have 
rubbed my eyes with amazement as I witnessed the 
extraordinary influence which this fisherman exerted. 
In a voice which rang to the farthest corners of the 
square, he exhorted the multitude to patience. When 
he at length descended, not a man but held his 
peace, and remained motionless as on parade. The 
Cardinal himself could not have reduced the lazzaroni 
to such stillness as in that moment reigned in the 
Mercato. 

There was a look of weariness upon his features as 
Masaniello beckoned to me to approach him. 

"Lieutenant von Striedbeck," he exclaimed, "you 
stand before me charged by His Eminence with the 
atrocious crime of having been the author of the fire 
in the Rua Toscana. You are of noble birth, I can 
see that you are a brave man. Have you no thought 
for the wretched starving families whom your action 
rendered homeless ? You heard the people just now 
and the estimation in which they hold you. Blood of a 
king ! Is it possible that a gentleman can lower himself 
to such baseness as to knowingly increase the sum of 
human misery among us. A butcher of the innocent 
and helpless, a ravisher of women, an incendiary; I 
know you gentlemen of the Viceroy's Guard, your lust, 
your greed, your so-called chivalry ! Had you suffered 
as I have suffered, lived as I have lived — God in 
heaven have mercy upon you, Lieutenant von Stried- 
beck. You have met with your deserts at last, but from 
my soul I pity you. Thanks be to His Eminence that 
one of your base brood has found his reckoning. And 
yet you are a brave man, signore, and I pity you. I 
grant you an easy death : an easier death than you have 
meted out to some of us. Look round about you at this 
moment. Such as we are, it is you who helped to make 
us. A gentleman ! It is such gentlemen as you who 
have turned this city into hell. Savino Sacardo, you 
will be good enough to take this gentleman and — 
hang him ! " 

An expression of suffering had crept into h\^ ^-^^^ 
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while he was speaking, as if already he had begun to 
foresee something of the burden of his approaching 
responsibility. I let him finish, although his words 
came near to stinging me to madness, for my tongue 
seemed to have swollen in my mouth and to have de- 
prived me of all power of uttering a syllable. But when 
Sacardo laid his hands upon me, I flung him reeling 
from me, and speech returned with a vehemence which 
compelled a hearing. 

" It is false ! " I cried. '* I am not the incendiary of 
the Toscana. I demand witnesses, proof. The bastard 
has lied to you. The Cardinal has not accused me. I 
demand to be heard in my defence." 

There was a clamour which might have been heard 
at a league's distance. But Masaniello, with one of 
those abrupt transitions which were peculiar to him, 
threw his head back and laughed shrilly. 

" Let the fellow go, Savino. Keep back there, 
citizens. Surely a dying man may say a word or 
two." 

And he clasped the barrel in his arms as he shook 
with a paroxysm of loud laughter. The mirth forsook 
him as suddenly as it had come. 

" Nay, nay, signore, it were a sin to mock you. Tell 
your story if you will — but quickly. I have other duttes 
besides hanging. Yet it shall never be said that Masa- 
niello refused a hearing to a man condemned." 

Thus, while the sense of curiosity impelled the mob 
to hold its peace, I told my story: the mysterious 
struggle in the house in the Toscana, the overturning 
of the lantern, my efforts to arouse the sleeping neigh- 
bourhood. For a moment I hesitated as I came to the 
incident of the packet, but, encouraged by a glance from 
Masaniello, I deemed it wisest to speak without reserve. 
Firmly and without heat I asserted that I was the victim 
of a conspiracy. The charge against me I declared to 
be an act of private vengeance, a cowardly retaliation 
on the part of Ercole for a quarrel which had taken 
place the night before. If considerations of prudence 
guarded my tongue in referring to the Cardinal, they 
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did not hinder me from denouncing in set terms the 
perfidy towards the people of which I knew Ercole to 
be guilty. I demanded that a messenger should be 
despatched to His Eminence, that the proofs of my guilt 
should be produced. I described the appearance of the 
mysterious stranger whom I had befriended, and of the 
woman whom he had called his sister. 

" I am no enemy to Naples/' I concluded. " I am no 
incendiary. During the brief six weeks which I have 
spent among you, I have neither robbed nor burned nor 
tortured. You call me butcher, murderer. And why ? 
Because as a soldier I have obeyed my orders. I have 
restrained the men in my command from pillage, rescued 
your women from their lust and cruelty. There is not 
one among you who can stand before me and deny it. 
A murderer, an incendiary, a ravisher ! Think you such 
an one would have acted as I acted last night in the 
Toscana — I who gave the alarm and saved your sluggish 
citizens from burning ? If you are men, if a sense of 
justice lingers perchance among you, bring up your 
proofs, confront me with your witnesses. I say, the 
bastard lied. And to you, sir, who are responsible for 
the peace of the city on this day, I add, the time will 
come when you will learn to know your friends in 
Naples. In your own words, Signor Masaniello, I am 
sorry for you, and I pity you." 

I expected another howl of anger from the mob. 
But, to my astonishment, not a voice was raised against 
me. Then a man in the crowd called out — 

" II Signore ! II Signore is in Naples ! Question the 
butcher further." 

Masaniello advanced a pace towards me. One might 
have heard a pin drop in the silence. 

"Lieutenant, you spoke of a mysterious stranger, of 
a packet " 

The remainder was inaudible. A tremendous con- 
vulsion seemed to shake the multitude. 

'M/ miracolo I The butcher speaks true. II Signore ! 
II Signore ! Make way. Way there for II Signore ! !' 

Masaniello sprang a foot into the air. 
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" My God ! " he shouted excitedly. " If it should be 
II Signore ! A miracle ! a miracle ! Stand back, brave 
citizens, and let him pass ! " 

In the centre of the press I could discern a figure 
striving to elbow its way in our direction. For a moment 
it seemed as if my heart had stopped its beating. But 
the suspense was quickly over. A familiar accent rang 
through the air loudly. I could have laughed in my 
lightheartedness as the strange oath reached my 
ears. 

"Body of a dog! Patience, good people, patience. 
By your leave, noble citizens, 1 beg of you. 1 shall reek 
of your odours for a twelvemonth." 

The crowd was clinging to him, swaying hither and 
thither in its delight. Then it opened suddenly and he 
approached us, truly an extraordinary figure amid that 
ragged concourse. A crimson cloth waistcoat with 
silver bell-shaped buttons, a jacket and breeches of 
blue cloth, gaiters of un tanned leather, a parti-coloured 
scarf about his waist, in which were several daggers 
and small firearms; overall, the shaggy, unkempt locks, 
the rough-hewn features which had extorted my wonder 
and my admiration the night before in the Toscana. 
One would have said that a brigand from the neigh- 
bourhood of Pozzuoli had had the audacity to show 
himself in Naples. 

Eagerly, almost vehemently, he sprang forward and 
caught the hand of Masaniello. 

" Siente chi e iss' e izz'a voce I " (" Awaken, open^your 
eyes and heed me ! ") he shouted, in ringing tones which 
thrilled the multitude. 

Together the pair leapt with a bound upon a rampart 
of the wooden fortress. 

'* Citizens of Naples ! It appears that to be born in 
Naples and to live in it in our times is the very greatest 
misfortune with which one can be born, or with which 
one can live." 

I never heard such silence as that among the 
listeners. 

" Is it necessary that birth and life here should be 
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the birth and life of slaves ? Citizens of Naples, awake 
and heed me, for I bring you evil tidings. The Viceroy 
has increased the duty upon fruit to the amount of two 
carlini the cantaio ! " 

A roar of execration burst from the mob. In a passion 
of excitement Masaniello flung his arms above his head. 
A torrent of words flowed from his lips ; there was the 
light of madness in his eyes. 

" Justice ! We will have justice ! Bum the Custom 
House, slay the tax-collectors ! To the Palace, men of 
Naples, to the Palace ! " 

He threw himself among the people, shouting as he 
went The multitude took up the cry in frenzied repe- 
tition. 

" Popolo ! Popolo ! Death to the tyrants ! To the 
Palace ! To the Palace ! " 

There was a rush made for the streets, a furious 
clamouring movement of the crowd. As it were in- 
sensibly, the mob melted away, the square emptied. I 
was forgotten, rescued by a miracle 1 

As the last fierce echoes died away, I pressed my 
hands to my throbbing temples with a sob of thankful- 
ness. The Mercato was deserted. Life had grown 
sweet to me once more. 

Painfully, for every bone in my body racked with 
agony, I staggered through the blinding sunshine. I 
had no thought of refuge, no thought of the terrible 
events that were taking place elsewhere, no thought 
beyond the consciousness that life was mine again, that 
I was saved. 

With a start reality returned to me. A low gruff 
chuckle from behind dispelled my dreams into thin 
air. I turned with a sickening feeling at my heart. 
The mysterious stranger of the Toscana was before 
me. 

^^ Santo Sacramento! What is this thing of shreds 
and patches ? " 

Then with a cry of recognition : 

"Body of a dog! If it is not my young German 
protector of last night ! " 
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His voice rose half plaintively, half mockingly in 
song. 

" Quanto h bella giovinezza, 
Che si fiigge tuttavia ; 
Chi vuol esser lieto, sia, 
Di doman non dh certezza." 

The sunlight went black before my eyes, and the 
ground seemed to slip from under me. 



CHAPTER Vll 

A GRANDEE OF SPAIN 

In a small apartment leading off the great reception 
hall, from which it was divided merely by a master- 
piece of Arras tapestry, the Viceroy was accustomed to 
take his ease during that not inconsiderable leisure 
which was afforded him from cares of state. Exquisitely 
furnished as it was in every detail, the chamber itself 
supplied a fitting commentary upon the singular occupant 
who there dawdled away his days in slumbering and 
indolence. For, since His Excellency dreaded darkness, 
it was ablaze with candle-light. It was without a 
window, without other opening save that which com- 
municated with the hall beyond, since His Excellency 
lived in perpetual terror of a draught. Stifling as 
might be the noontide heat, not a mouthful of fresh 
air was ever permitted to invade the privacy of that 
closed-in, box-like sanctuary, not even when the parch- 
ing scirocco had yielded to the welcome breezes from 
the north. As rigidly excluded was the daylight, His 
Excellency declaring that its harshness produced an 
aflFection of his eyes, and that the gentler radiance of 
innumerable wax-lights induced a soothing effect upon 
his nervous system. Solicitous to a degree about his 
health — and to this day I have never found reason to 
suppose that his many ailments arose from aught than 
a too excessive solicitude concerning them — the Viceroy 
of Naples, grandee of Spain though he was, by his 
childish querulousness, united to an almost incredible 
obstinacy, had long since alienated the last particle of 
sympathy from those who came in contact with him. 
He was of great corpulence in figure, with a plethoric 
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countenance such as is not often seen among the nobles 
of his nation; his movements were lacking alike in 
grace and dignity, and marked by the same indecision 
which characterised his mental actions. 

Von Reinhold had hastened to the Palace, his brain 
stirred to unusual activity by my arrest. No sooner 
had he set foot within the courtyard than he received a 
peremptory summons to the apartment of His Excel- 
lency. 

At the moment of his entrance this estimable ruler 
was reclining upon a pile of cushions. The atmosphere 
of the room was of that degree of closeness which he 
ordinarily affected, and which was scarcely bearable by 
his attendants. But on this occasion he was alone save 
for the presence of a gaily-costumed Moor, who crouched 
beside him fanning him slowly and monotonously. How 
a man of his bulk could have been content to endure 
that choking heat is a matter on which I can offer no 
opinion. His Excellency the Viceroy of Naples was 
differently constituted from such human beings as I 
have met before or since. 

Holding aside the arras with one hand, von Rein- 
hold respectfully awaited the order to approach him. 
The Duke was engaged in shifting himself to a more 
comfortable position. 

*' I have a pain across the eyes,*' he murmured, " such 
a pain across the eyes." With a pettish gesture he 
signalled to the Moor, who with a low obeisance glided 
swiftly from the chamber. There was a long interval 
of silence, broken only by the stertorous breathing of 
the recumbent figure. The sweat was pouring off von 
Reinhold's forehead. 

" Your Excellency has desired my attendance ? " 

The Viceroy lurched heavily upon his side. 

"Attendance? Yes, yes. Drop that arras in 
Heaven's name, sir ! I can feel the draught in every 
bone of my body." And he again composed himself 
upon the cushions. 

" Your Excellency continues to desire my attend- 
ance ? " 
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"Eh, what? Who is it? Am 1 never to have 
peace ? " 

" It is I, your Excellency, Lieutenant von Reinhold." 

For the first time the Viceroy exhibited some sign 
of animation, and turned his eyes blinkingly upon the 
speaker. 

*' Why did you not say so before, sir ? I have been 
awaiting you these ten minutes. Draw nearer, lieuten- 
ant. There are affairs of moment, of state, concerning 
which I wish to question you. Let me see now, let me 
see. 

He put his hand to his head with an almost comic 
gesture. 

" Be so good as to fan me, lieutenant. I am not 
well: a passing faintness. I shall be better in a 
moment What was I sa3ring?" 

" Your Excellency was pleased to observe that certain 
affairs of state " 

" Ah ! Yes ! What is this that His Eminence tells 
me concerning disaffection in the city ? " 

"The institution of the gabella on fruit, as your 
Excellency is of course aware already, is still creating 
disturbance in certain quarters. If I may be per- 
mitted " 

"You are not permitted, lieutenant. That German 
accent of yours is intolerable to me in my present state 
of health. I did not ask for suggestions. You are 
fanning me too rapidly. Your excitement makes my 
head swim." 

He struggled to a sitting position. 

" His Eminence tells me that a small section of the 
populace is openly flouting my authority. You will 
at once take the necessary steps to put an end to this, 
lieutenant." 

" But, your Excellency " 

" There is no but about the matter, sir. This is not 
the first time that I have had to complain of the negli- 
gence of the Guard in this respect. Carajo ! Am I 
master in Naples or am I not ? If the people will not 
pay the lawful taxes, they must be compelled to do so. 
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I will not have my orders questioned. If the people 
resist, shoot them." 

He fell back as if exhausted. Then, as von Rein- 
hold was about to speak, he flared up into sudden 
anger. 

" I will not be thwarted. Lieutenant von Reinhold, 
you will at once issue orders in my name that the 
gabella on fruit is from to-day increased by two carlini 
the cantaio. Once for all, I will see to it that these 
dogs are taught a lesson. If they resist, shoot them. 
Shoot them." 

For a moment he groaned heavily. When he spoke 
again his tone was plaintive. 

'* If my health permits, lieutenant, there will be a 
masquerade to-night in the Palace. You are invited. 
And now arrange my cushions, and leave me. I fancy 
I could sleep a little. Bid some one come and fan me. 
I have a pain across the eyebrows." 

I have heard from von Reinhold that it was with 
difficulty that he overcame his disgust sufficiently to 
make the customary salute before leaving the apart- 
ment. No remonstrance was possible, however, in 
His Excellency's present mood, despite the dangerous 
consequences to the public peace which would be en- 
tailed by the circulation of so unpopular an announce- 
ment. It was with a heavy heart that he departed in 
search of one of the secretaries, for the purpose of 
drawing up the proclamation. 

When they returned in company the Duke of Arcos 
was asleep, the Moor crouching as usual by his side. 
But the noise of their entry aroused him, and he sat up 
hastily. 

^^ Madre de Diosl I have had a dream, such a 
dreadful dream. Quick, Abdullah, fetch more light, 
more candles. Ah, Sefior Emilio, you do not realise 
what I have suffered. Why do you look at me like 
that ? What is that paper in your hand ? " 

The half-smile upon the secretary's visage died away 
with startling suddenness. 

**The proclamation, your Excellency. But perhaps 
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another occasion, when your Excellency's health is 
more restored, would be convenient ? " 

'* Indeed, I am not well, Seftor Emilio, I am far from 
well. Only yesterday the physicians found it necessary 
to warn me that I should take every precaution to avoid 
cold. In this treacherous climate one cannot be too 
careful. But you are so strong, so healthy. You do 
not understand how I am obliged to nurse what little 
strength remains to me. I fear that the time is not far 
distant when my poor faithful servants will have to seek 
another master. I have an odd feeling about the heart, 
Seftor Emilio." 

The secretary stepped forward with an admirable 
assumed air of concern. 

" Your Excellency needs no assurance from me of my 
humble sympathy. The diaphragm of a sheep applied 
to your Excellency's chest is a remedy which might 
perhaps " 

'* I have tried it, alas, without alleviation. Nay, nay, 
I was born to suffering. Even as a child — What 
did you say was that paper in your hand, Senor 
Emilio ? " 

Von Reinhold intervened with some abruptness. 

" Your Excellency will pardon my presumption in 
view of the increasing tumult in the city. That paper 
is your Excellency's proclamation raising the gabella 
on fruit. Your Excellency cannot be aware of the 
strength of the popular feeling, which is likely to be 
roused still further by to-day's Festa. The issue of 
such an order in the present critical condition of 
aflfairs, when the entire populace is assembled in the 
Mercato, ripe for any mischief, would be an act of 
madness." 

With a ludicrous attempt at dignity, the Viceroy 
raised himself. 

" A little less noise, lieutenant, if you please. I do 
not require your advice. If the people murmur against 
me they must be taught obedience. I have been weak, 
too weak with them. My health is so indifferent. Hand 
me the proclamation." 
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In large sprawling characters he affixed his signature. 

" Sefior Emilio, you will have this circulated immedi- 
ately." 

The secretary bowed and left the chamber. There 
was a moment's pause. Emboldened by the look of 
satisfaction which this assertion of his authority had 
overspread upon the Viceroy's countenance, von Rein- 
hold was about to broach the subject of my arrest. 

" If your Excellency will vouchsafe me permission to 
plead on behalf of my comrade " 

The arras of a sudden was flung back. 

" His Eminence the Cardinal Archbishop ! " 

A gray-haired priest entered, bearing the scarlet hat 
of a prince of the Church, and was followed by two 
chamberlains, carrying their staves of office. They 
drew up on one side respectfully. Von Reinhold bit 
his lips in his vexation, while the Cardinal himself came 
slowly forward, raising his right hand in benediction as 
he crossed the threshold. 

Ascanio Filomarino was at that time a man of fifty 
years of age, of a soldierly rather than ecclesiastical 
appearance, despite the long purple robe and the 
barretina or small skull-cap which concealed his 
tonsure. It has been said of him, indeed, that there 
was nothing of the ecclesiastic in his disposition save 
that power of dissimulation which he knew how to 
exert to such a useful purpose. A finished master with 
the rapier, an admirable horseman, accomplished in all 
the minor arts which go to make up the education of 
a courtier. Nature had assuredly destined him less to 
serve his God with church-craft than to win for himself 
a reputation in diplomacy. With his short, close- 
trimmed beard, his piercing glance, his general air 
of resolution and decision, his martial tread, and his 
quick, incisive utterance, there was little enough about 
him which betrayed the priest. 

He strode into the chamber, and with a dignified 
gesture beckoned the others to withdraw. The Viceroy 
raised himself with an effort from his cushions. 

" Lieutenant von Reinhold," he quavered nervously, 
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"you will remain in attendance without and see that 
we are not disturbed." 

His Excellency shivered slightly as he drew his cloak 
about him. Von Reinhold bent his knee before the 
Cardinal and passed beyond the arras. 

From the spot where he took up his position, almost 
the whole of the ensuing conversation was distinctly 
audible. But he has assured me frequently that to 
such an extent was his mind engrossed with other 
matters that for a time at least the words reached him 
without comprehension on his part. My possible fate, 
the unlooked-for and fatal action of the Viceroy, the 
growing sedition in the city : here indeed were things 
which were sufficient in themselves to perplex a far less 
stolid intellect than that of my old friend. 

It was the sudden mention of my own name which 
startled him from his reverie and caused him to 
draw nearer to the arras with every nerve in his 
body tingling with expectation. The Cardinal was 
speaking. 

*' I have ventured to take a certain liberty with an 
officer of your Excellency's Guard whom I have reason 
to suspect of being in league with the popular party : 
Lieutenant von Striedbeck, whom your Excellency re- 
cently imported. If you will pardon my saying so, 
you did not display your usual perspicacity when you 
selected him for such a confidential position. I happen 
to know that he would not have been altogether averse 
to your assassination." 

A choking sound proceeded from the Viceroy as 
though something had deprived him of his utterance. 
His tone when at last he spoke was trembling. 

" You have always been a good friend to me, always 
helped me. Cardinal. I am so ill, so feeble. Why 
should they want to kill me ? I have never hurt them." 
His voice rose to a plaintive wail. 

" I do not think that your Excellency will be troubled 
further by this man, von Striedbeck. I have made him 
over to Ercole, who has a quarrel of his own to settle," 
bluntly replied the Cardinal. 
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'* I think I could eat something. Will you tell them, 
Cardinal? A soft biscuit dipped in some Falerno. I 
feel a faintness coming over me." 

Von Reinhold had only just time to glide back hastily 
as His Eminence emerged. In obedience to his call a 
page appeared bearing the biscuits and the wine upon a 
sottocoppa of chased silver. The incident had, it seemed, 
sufficed to drive all recollection of my existence from 
the Viceroy's memory. Under the soothing influence 
of the refreshment his thoughts began to assume a 
rosier hue. 

" My stomach feels a little steadier. Wine is good 
for me. Cardinal." 

His Eminence's voice rang out with some impatience. 

" Since your Excellency's stomach has ceased to be 
rebellious, we may as well proceed to business. I need 
not remind you that the lazzaroni are now acting in a 
manner which is neither desirable nor opportune. We 
must be cautious for a day or two and look about us. 
To-day's Festa is hardly likely to exercise a soothing 
effect upon the populace: quite the reverse, indeed, 
under present circumstances. If we were, as a diplo- 
matic move, to suspend the gabella on fruit until we 
can increase the force at our disposal " 

" Suspend the gabella^ Cardinal." The words came 
from the Viceroy in a shriek. "Suspend the gabella! 
Why, I have just this moment raised it by two carlini." 

" Maledetto / " 

'* I will not be addressed in that fashion by your 
Eminence. Am I Viceroy of Naples or am I not ? 
The people have resisted my authority. They have 
now to learn that I am master. I will consent to no 
compromise, to no half-measures. If they refuse to 
pay, they must be made to." 

Von Reinhold's ear was by this time glued to the 
arras. He could hear the Cardinal stamping up and 
down with angry strides, as if owning himself baffled 
by the sudden obstinacy of the other. But His Emi- 
nence was too clever a diplomatist to allow his temper 
to gain a mastery over him. In a few seconds he had 
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calmed himself. The suavity of his accents belied the 
storm which raged within. 

"Your Excellency is right. The authority of" — he 
paused for a moment and went on again — "of His 
Most Catholic Majesty must be enforced at all costs. 
Of course, under the circumstances, your Excellency 
does not require to be reminded that II Signore arrived 
yesterday in Naples." 

" 11 Signore ! What ! What ! Why was I not in- 
formed ? Why am I kept in ignorance ? How do you 
know ? You are trying to frighten me, Cardinal ! " 

The words poured from his lips with amazing volu- 
bility. 

" How do I know, Duke ? I thought the news might 
startle you. Allow me to tell you a story. It concerns 
your j)rot6g6 von Striedbeck, as well as the mad painter 
conspirator. Indeed — who knows? — when you have 
heard it, you may even find yourself in a position to 
agree with me." 

The Viceroy assented with a groan. 

" It so happened that yesterday I found myself in the 
neighbourhood of the Porta Capuana, and was an eye- 
witness of his coming. I was in disguise, naturally, 
and I followed him — half-brigand, half-buffoon, as 
usual. Your Excellency may possibly not be sorry to 
learn what the arch-plotter has up his sleeve on this 
occasion. Last time you may remember that he came 
within an ace of " 

" I am all unstrung. Cardinal. I have a palpitation. 
Would you be so kind as to hand me the wine. Thank 
you. Cardinal. Is it another scheme to kill me ? " 

The tone of His Eminence grew serious. 

"Your Excellency, it imports more than one man's 
life. It threatens destruction to the State itself. It is 
the Company of Death." 

"The Company of Death! What do you mean. 
Cardinal ? Who are the Company of Death ? " 

" That, unfortunately, is rather more than I am able 
to tell your Excellency at present ; thanks to the kind 
offices of Herr von Striedbeck. But your Excellency 
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may rest assured that it is no laughing matter. Perhaps 
I should explain a little further. Your Excellency will 
remember Donna Claudia, the attractive sister of II 
Signore, who showed herself so anxious to terminate 
your earthly career twelve months ago. For some 
weeks past — I should be sorry to distress you unduly, 
my dear Duke — it has been brought to jny knowledge 
that the woman has been once more dwelling — as she 
thought secretly — in Naples. A little espionage, an 
occasional intercepting of a missive, and, as may be 
imagined, I found myself on the track of a conspiracy. 
Your Excellency is aware that I do not proceed hastily 
in these affairs. I waited in the hope of completing my 
information. And the result is that I have failed." 

** You have failed, Cardinal ! " repeated the Viceroy 
in tones which more than proclaimed his agitation. 

'*Your Excellency begins to grasp my meaning. I 
have failed. I know that there is a desperate body 
of men who are banded together by the theatrical title 
of the Company of Death. I know that their object 
is the restoration of what they are pleased to term the 
liberties of Naples: in other words, the overthrow of 
the Government of His Most Catholic Majesty, and, 
I may venture to presume, the destruction of yourself. 
I know that the movement has been financed and en- 
gineered from Rome, and that powerful influences lie 
behind it. And I suspect " 

" You suspect, Cardinal ? " 

"Your Excellency has failed to reflect — I did myself 
at first — that His Most Catholic Majesty's struggle with 
France is now approaching its most costly stage. How 
if the hand which lies behind this fantastic Company of 
Death should prove to be the hand of Mazarin ? *' 

** Of Mazarin ? But what has Mazarin to do with 
Naples ? " 

" You are scarcely displaying your usual acuteness of 
intellect," replied His Eminence, with some impatience. 
** Spanish treasure-chests and Neapolitan gold, as your 
Excellency ought surely to be aware by this time, are 
one and the same thing. If Spain can be embarrassed 
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in Naples, Spanish supplies will fall short, and Spain 
will find it difficult to prosecute the war with suffi- 
cient vigour to secure the mastery. Now does your 
Excellency commence to follow me ? " 

" You are so clever, Cardinal. I must send word of 
this to Madrid immediately." 

**Your Excellency does not seem yet to understand 
that so far all this is little more than a surmise on 
my part. I have been able to ascertain neither the 
place of meeting nor the name of a single member of 
the Company of Death. I know that it exists, that it is 
dangerous, that it has been secretly organised by some 
agency in Rome. And it is at least probable that it 
is not unconnected with some design of Mazarin, for 
II Signore is reported to have received a courier from 
Paris on the very eve of his departure for this city. I 
should not be surprised to learn of the complicity of 
some of those Painter-Knights whom your Excellency, 
contrary to my advice, is pleased to honour with en- 
couragement. But, as I say, the evidence is wanting, 
and in reality I know next to nothing." 

" And why ? I look to you to find out these things 
for me. Cardinal." 

'* Why ? " And His Eminence laughed bitterly. 
''Thanks to the interference of your prot6g6, von Stried- 
beck. Listen. Yesterday I received the information 
which for some days I had been expecting: namely, 
that II Signore was approaching Naples. Perhaps that 
may account for my having been in the neighbourhood 
of the Porta Capuana at the time of his arrival. I see 
more clearly through my own eyes than through those 
of my subordinates. Annese, the Secretary at Rome, 
sent me the first intimation that things had come to 
a head, hinted casually that other matters of value 
besides money might be concealed about my gentleman's 
person : credentials, a list of the conspirators, incrimi- 
nating documents : who knows ? I dogged the man as 
far as tfte Toscana, took note of the dwelling which 
he entered. Hardly the locality which, under ordinary 
circumstances, one would expect a celebrated painter to 

El 



66 The Company of Death 

select for residence ! Yet, although it gave me my 
opportunity, I still found myself in a quandary, for 
you would never believe the fellow's popularity among 
the lazzaroni. An arrest, a public scene, a single false 
step, and we should have had the whole city tumbling 
about our ears. It was eminently a case for caution, 
for my own personal intervention. Accordingly I sought 
out Battista and Jacopo. We masked ourselves, kept a 
watch upon the house until long past midnight. When 
all was silent, we effected an entrance, surprised the 
painter lingering over a late supper with his sister. 
San Gennarol It was as well that I had not come 
single-handed. He was behind the table in a moment 
and defending himself as if he had been the Evil One in 
person. With a stool, Duke, against three swords ! 
Mother of God ! You should have been there to learn 
what a formidable weapon — Diavolo /" 

There was the sound of unmistakable snoring. The 
Viceroy was asleep. 

" Your Excellency is indisposed ? " 

The Cardinal's tone would have aroused the heaviest 
slumberer in Naples. 

" I think I must have been asleep, Cardinal. I am 
not feeling very well to-day." 

" Taking into consideration the unpleasant warmth of 
this apartment, I am not surprised to hear it. Mean- 
while, since further explanations would no doubt prove 
irksome to your Excellency, I will spare my words as 
far as possible. I must insist on the immediate sus- 
pension oixhtgabella on fruit." 

" Insist, Cardinal ! But what about my ordinance for 
raising it ? It is for me to insist, Cardinal." 

" If your Excellency's proclamation has been already 
published, your Excellency will find unlimited oppor- 
tunities for insisting in some other sphere of life than 
that of Viceroy. I shall be interested to observe by 
what methods your Excellency proposes to put down a 
revolution." 

" Revolution, Cardinal ! And why should there be a 
revolution ? " 
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" Maledetto I " 

The Cardinal tore down the arras and dragged, half- 
carried, the terrified Viceroy into the hall. Von Rein- 
hold had already dashed over to the windows. His 
trained ear, like the Cardinal's, had been quick to detect 
the unusual commotion in the air. 

The Cardinal thrust the Viceroy forward. Then, as 
von Reinhold flew to alarm the guard, and the cries of 
the frightened attendants echoed from the corridors, he 
pointed to the city lying spread before them. 

"That, your Excellency," he said, and his voice 
shook with passion, "that is why there should be a 
revolution." 



CHAPTER VIII 

woman's work 

The insurrection which broke out in so dramatic a 
fashion in the Mercato upon that Sunday morning has 
formed the subject within the last few months of an 
exhaustive treatise from the pen of the eminent his- 
torian, Francesco Capecelatro. Of this important work, 
which purports to be derived from a contemporary diary 
in the possession of the author, a strictly limited num- 
ber of copies has been struck off for purposes of pri- 
vate presentation, and, I presume, of friendly criticism. 
While I am glad to take this opportunity of expressing 
my acknowledgments to the learned author for the copy 
which he has courteously forwarded for my perusal, I 
regret that I am unable either to acquiesce in the chorus 
of approval which has been lavished upon it by the his- 
torical academies, or even to desire for it a wider circu- 
lation than the modesty of Don Francesco seems likely 
to permit it to obtain. In admiration for the genius of 
Capecelatro I yield to no man; his labours in eluci- 
dating the details of the victory over flaxen-haired 
Manfred at Benevento, not less than his celebrated 
pamphlet concerning the defeat of Conrad at Taglia- 
cozzo, have placed him among the foremost historians 
of the present generation. Yet I cannot but own that 
it was with ever-increasing wonder and astonishment 
that I perused his strangely garbled version of the 
memorable occurrences in which I took my part. 

Most of the leading actors on our side have long 
since passed away; the plague which followed upon 
the revolution robbed the city hardly less than did the 
decimating investments of Don John of Austria; nor 
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have the lazzaroni of Naples been ever remarkable for 
their longevity. The Court party, on the other hand, is 
naturally prejudiced and partial ; the " official relation " 
which was despatched by His Excellency to his royal 
master was, as might be expected, more a judicious 
blend of fact and fiction than an actual narrative of 
what had taken place. Trustworthy evidence concern- 
ing the insurrection is, even at this short distance of 
time, not easily obtainable; but there are certain 
matters at least on which I, who was at once an 
eye-witness and a chief performer, may claim to speak 
with some authority. 

Let me illustrate my meaning by directing the atten- 
tion of the reader to the account of the origin of the 
outbreak as it appears in the "Diary" of Don Fran- 
cesco. It may seem odd that so distinguished an 
historian should be in error on an elementary question 
of fact; yet it is impossible to read his description 
without wondering from what source he can have 
obtained his knowledge. 

A dispute between peasants from Pozzuoli and the 
keepers of the stalls as to who should bear the burden 
of the tax — and this, let me observe in passing, on a 
morning when all market operations had been suspended 
in favour of the Festa ! — the intervention of the gabal- 
Iterif an unprovoked attack upon an officer of the 
Viceroy's Guard, whose efforts to still the commotion 
had roused the crowd to frenzy, his flight to the beach, 
whence he escaped with difficulty in a boat, finally the 
destruction of the Custom House, and an organised 
procession to the Palace : such is in brief an abstract 
of Capecelatro's narrative. 

Those who have done me the honour to so far follow 
me in my recital will at once perceive the curious medley 
of error into which the learned historian has fallen in 
what I can only suppose to be an endeavour to palliate 
the extraordinary folly of the Duke of Arcos. For 
myself, I hold no brief for either party, and the facts of 
the case were as I have stated them. I leave it to the 
reader to discriminate how far the remainder of Don 
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Francesco's treatise may be relied on as an accurate 
presentment of the rebellion connected with the name 
of Masaniello. 

I have, indeed, largely been led into this digression 
by an attentive study of the details which are there 
given concerning the pillage of the Palace and the rude 
awakening which overtook His Excellency. Without 
wishing to dwell further upon the many inconsistencies 
which disfigure Capecelatro's account in this respect, I 
can but lament that he should have thought fit — ^whether 
by design or ignorance — to wholly suppress the extra- 
ordinary role which was played in the affair by Donna 
Claudia, the sister of II Signore. Although, as I need 
hardly assert, I was not myself present at the Palazzo 
Reale, yet my authority on this matter, derived from 
the lips of Donna Claudia herself, stands in no fear 
of contradiction. Had it not been for that chivalrous 
weakness which prompted her to intervene, who can 
say what new page of liberty or vengeance might 
not have been inscribed in the troubled annals of the 
city. 

For the Duke of Arcos, whether from a natural torpor 
induced by a too excessive indulgence in the pleasures 
of the table, or from the indolence occasioned by the 
fancied condition of his health, had once more relapsed 
into lethargic slumber at the time when the mob com- 
menced its onslaught on the Palace, No sooner in fact 
had His Eminence forced upon his notice the unwonted 
stir which raged among the lazzaroni than in an access 
of offended dignity and sullen petulance he withdrew to 
the comfort of his cushions, and, dismissing the Cardinal 
with real or simulated anger, contented himself with 
bidding von Reinhold see to it that the guard about the 
gate was doubled. 

" I am not well, lieutenant. The physicians have 
ordered me to take as much repose as possible*^ ; I must 
not be worried in this manner. Perhaps if you were to 
fire on the mob, they would go to their homes quietly. 
The excitement has given me a palpitation." 

Such was the man to whom His Most Catholic 
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Majesty, in the exercise of an inscrutable wisdom, had 
committed the destinies of Naples at one of the most 
critical periods in its history. Yet the aspect of the 
multitude, when presently it emerged into the great open 
space before the Palace, might well have instilled a 
feeling of uneasiness into the stoutest heart. During 
the progress of the populace the genius of Masaniello 
had been quick to perceive its opportunity. The rough 
discipline which served to impose a semblance of order 
upon the scattered bands had already borne fruit before 
the last curve of the Strada Toledo had brought the 
Palace into view. 

Drummers marched in advance. Masaniello had 
mounted a horse and held up a banner; some of his 
followers were provided with sticks, and others armed 
with poles. They had in their haste seized any imple- 
ments that they could find ; for standards they carried 
stuck on the points of pikes a number of small loaves in 
derision of their tiny size, the result of the gabella on 
flour. In the centre of the procession, leaping and 
dancing as they went, with a flourish of their wooden 
scimitars, came the Saracenic garrison of the mimic 
citadel ; exertion and the hot rays of the Southern sun 
had daubed and streaked the black and red paint upon 
their bodies ; at a little distance they resembled savages. 
Behind them, whistling, shouting, clad in rags and bare- 
footed, panted in rude formation the main array of laz- 
zaroni ; two thousand eager ravenous faces, clamouring 
with angry insistence for the abolition of the gabella 
on fruit. 

The Grand Master of the Horse, Don Carlo Carac- 
ciolo, with Don Luis Ponce de Leone, a cousin of the 
Viceroy and Governor of the Vicarial Court, were 
standing on one of the balconies at the moment when 
the crowd reached the square before the Palace. 

With ^ contemptuous twitch of his short cloak, Don 
Luis drew out a comfit- box, and opened it. 

'* Carajo ! " he exclaimed, speaking in Spanish as if 
to emphasise the arrogance of his demeanour, " were I 
in the shoes of my good cousin, I would lose little time 
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in trying the effect of a well-directed volley on this 
noisy scum." 

A malicious smile crept over the countenance of his 
companion. 

" Were I in your shoes, sefior, I should rather feel 
tempted to devote my energies to the task of endeavour- 
ing to arouse His Excellency. Mas vale que digaUj 
Aqui huySy que Aqui muriS ! Better that they should 
say ' There he ran away/ than * There he died.' 
Unless, by the favour of Heaven, it may please your 
good cousin to awaken, there will yet be mischief. Our 
young friend below there on the horse is already begin- 
ning to assume the airs of an ambassador." 

While the other scowled at him without replying, he 
advanced to the edge of the balcony, and, leaning over, 
called to Masaniello. 

"How now, Sir Fisherman," he cried; "the Viceroy 
sleeps and may not be awakened. It were well to post- 
pone the expression of your sentiments of loyalty lest, 
by the action of a slow match, you be turned to mince- 
meat." 

At the sight of him rang out a howl of execration. 

" Renegade ! Death to the traitor ! Death ! " 

Caracciolo shrugged his shoulders scornfully. 

^^ Pesta!" he said. "'Tis none of my doing. Had 
His Excellency — and you too, Don Luis — listened to 
other advices than your money-bags, it had been well 
for Naples. Perchance your slumbering cousin may 
find words which will prevail with the empty stomachs 
of these people. Do you address them, sefior. I have 
interests of my own to safeguard, and pine for the 
fresher air of Posilipo." 

With deliberate movement he passed through the 
open window of the Palace. The face of the Spaniard 
was convulsed with anger, and he half raised his hand 
in menace. Then, with stealthy cat-like step, he left 
the balcony and followed. 

Below, in the Piazza, the tumult waxed ever louder 
as the mob swayed hither and thither in its indecision. 
Alone among the excited throng, Masaniello sat his horse 
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immovable, now and again by a sharp command or 
gesture restraining the more impetuous of his followers, 
as his eye seemed to be measuring the defences of the 
Palace. Before him, drawn up in the courtyard and 
plainly visible through the wrought-iron traceries of the 
gate, the sunlight dancing upon their burnished breast- 
plates, each man with musket primed and lighted slow- 
match, stood the Grerman Guard under von Reinhold ; 
behind, the serried clamouring mass of lazzaroni. 

It was a crisis of suspense on both sides, for as yet, 
with brooding melancholy on his features, Masaniello 
hesitated, doubtful, it may be, of the terrible power so 
suddenly entrusted to him, his lips trembling with the 
emotion of the moment, perhaps with some vague 
premonition of the future which, for these few seconds, 
lay in the hollow of his hand. 

Who can doubt but that even in that crisis a timely 
intervention might have availed to crush the insurrec- 
tion in its opening. The almost pitying contempt of a 
Caracciolo, the proud disdain of the hidalgo : such 
in themselves were typical of the elements which con- 
spired to fan the flame of the rebellion. A temporary 
yielding — the suspension of the new gabella — would 
have proved sufficient, if not to avert wholly, at least 
to postpone the further danger of an outbreak. Had 
the Cardinal been present to exercise his influence 
upon the superstitious instincts of the mob — But His 
Eminence had quitted the Palace in a whirlwind of 
anger at his dismissal from the presence, and already 
the courtiers, in emulation of Caracciolo, were hurry- 
ing, like rats deserting a sinking ship, by the postern 
gate, whence the galleys should convey them to the 
security of their Posilipo villas. 

Meanwhile the Viceroy slumbered, and in the great 
hall of the Palace, as if to protect him from the con- 
tamination of the panic which raged confusedly about 
the corridors, paced slowly up and down a group of 
Spaniards, whose every utterance and every motion 
betrayed the measure of their reckless, contemptuous 
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disdain of the nearly naked multitude which howled 
without. 

The minutes passed. Before the Palace Masaniello 
waited. Still the Viceroy slumbered, and the same 
hoarse cry went up. Now it was no longer the repeal 
of the gabella on fruit; it was the abolition of the 
gabelle in general: fruit, corn, flesh, fish, salt, cheese, 
wine, oil ; the mob had waxed hardier, more audacious, 
as new masses poured into the square. 

And then of a sudden, aroused at last, the Viceroy 
himself appeared upon the balcony. The brow of 
Masaniello cleared as if by magic. He wheeled his 
horse towards the people, in a loud voice proclaiming 
silence. The uproar dwindled, sank to a deep growling 
murmur. Masaniello cantered forward and, doffing his 
cap respectfully, reined in before the balcony. 

The Viceroy was munching biscuits, which he soaked 
in wine. His hands were trembling, his limbs shaking, 
his face was inflamed with mingled fear and anger. In 
his loose white robe of velvet the quivering grossness 
of his form became apparent. 

The first to speak was Masaniello. He seemed as if 
transfigured, no longer a fisher lad, but one weighed 
down with the burden of responsibility, pleading tem- 
perately and sadly the overwhelming grievance of his 
countrymen. 

" And so," he concluded, his high tones rising bitterly 
as he swept his arm towards his followers, "and so it 
is that the garden of Italy is turned into a wilder- 
ness, that the city is teeming with disease and with 
starvation. Shall men pay what they have not? We 
are no rebels. We want and need no pardon. We ask 
but the privileges conferred upon us by our ancient 
charter: the right to live as did our fathers, the 
remission of the unjust taxation which has ground us 
into slavery. Let your Excellency beware '* 

He paused. "Let your Excellency beware," he 
repeated once more slowly. The light of excitement 
flashed into his eyes. 



Woman's Work 75 

" Are we not," h^ shouted, " as brave as the citizens 
of Palermo ! " 

A roar broke from behind him, and he faced the 
people. 

'*It was a Tommaso Aniello who a century ago 
saved us from the Inquisition which Don Pedro de 
Toledo designed to introduce among us. Speak, your 
Excellency, and grant us liberty, lest haply a humble 
fisherman may emulate the example of his namesake 
and repay blood with blood. In the name of the people 
of Naples, Duke of Arcos ! The charter ! Ratify for 
us the charter of our fathers ! " 

The moderation which marked his words in the 
beginning had given way to an ungovernable frenzy 
as he lashed his horse into a gallop and rode furiously 
before the close-packed line of his adherents. 

The Viceroy had retreated to the window, and with a 
comical look of terror was nervously crushing a biscmt 
with his fingers. Don Luis came up from behind and 
whispered to him. 

His Excellency started as if struck. 

" Yes, yes," he mumbled. " You are right. I have 
been weak, too weak. But I am not well. The noise 
unnerves me." 

He strove to assume an attitude of dignity. 

"You are much to blame, gentlemen," he said, "in 
that you thus permit the representative of His Most 
Catholic Majesty to be threatened and insulted by the 
rabble of the city." 

" If your Excellency — " began Don Luis, in a tone of 
protest. 

The Viceroy raised his fat hands angrily. 

** Be silent, Luis. Once for all, I wish it to be under- 
stood that I will not tolerate these continual disturb- 
ances about the streets. The lazzaroni must be made 
to return to their own quarter. If they are still here 
in five minutes' time, you will take my orders to the 
Guard to fire. Come, gentlemen." 

And he slouched heavily to his apartment. 

Over what followed it were unnecessary for me to 
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linger. If the errors of the nobility had been borne 
hitherto, now began the saturnalia of the populace. 
Disciplined soldier though he was, both by instinct and 
profession, von Reinhold has told me that his heart 
seemed to be rising in his mouth and choking him when 
the sinister accents of Don Luis conveyed to him that 
peremptory command which brooked no questioning. 

There remains no record of the numbers who upon 
that awful morning fell victims to the folly of the Duke 
of Arcos. Masaniello himself, his horse shot under 
him, escaped unscathed, but of his followers, where the 
throng stood densest, a score or more threw up their 
arms and dropped. AH pretence of discipline was at an 
end. Ere the soldiers could reload their weapons, the 
mob had flung itself against the gates. 

The gates yielded, fell. No handiwork of man could 
have withstood that pressure. Fighting gallantly with 
the butt-ends of their muskets, the German Guard 
retreated step by step, now holding the inner courtyard, 
now the entrance-hall, now disputing the possession of 
the staircase. Further resistance was impossible ; the 
voice of von Reinhold could not be heard above the 
tumult. The panes of the high windows clattered upon 
the ground; furniture, the papers of the secretaries, 
priceless pictures, were flung down from the balconies 
into the streets; even the balustrades did not escape 
the vandal fury of the populace. Savino Sacardo, with 
painted face and body, had seized the great parasol 
of the governor of the Collateral Council, and was 
brandishing it aloft as the banner of his band of 
masquerading Saracens. Some with heavy iron poles 
which they uprooted were dashing in pieces the sculp- 
tured effigies which formed the glory of the entrance- 
hall; others were piling into heaps and ruthlessly 
destroying the carpets of silk interwoven with gold, the 
sumptuous silver vessels, the Venetian glasswork. The 
mob had already become so brutal that they stabbed 
the beautiful horses in their stalls, and with rare plants 
in the gardens constructed funeral pyres on which to 
burn the lapdogs. "That is our blood," they shrieked; 
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"so may those burn in hell who have sucked it out 
of us ! " 

And the Duke of Arcos, the Viceroy who by his 
avarice had brought this stem reprisal upon himself 
and on his counsellors ! No sooner had the first assault 
begun upon the inner doors than the handful of cour- 
tiers who remained with him had betaken themselves 
to the boats, and were now peacefully skirting the 
coast on their way to the haven of their country villas. 
Happily for His Excellency, von Reinhold with the 
remnant of the Guard had hastily barricaded the 
approach to the private apartments, whither the Vice- 
roy had retreated, as yet, incredible though it may 
seem, without a proper understanding of the danger to 
which he had exposed himself. 

It was in his bedchamber that von Reinhold, entering 
without ceremony, found the Duke of Arcos, and urged 
upon him the necessity of instant flight. 

His Excellency was pale with indignation. 

"What is happening?" he questioned angrily. 
" What is the meaning of this brawling ? Why am I 
left alone ? The people must be dispersed immediately. 
I can hardly hear myself speak for the noise." 

"That noise signifies that the mob is in possession 
of the Palace. Your Excellency has barely five 
minutes in which to effect your escape by the spiral 
staircase." 

It was no time for explanation. With a quick move- 
ment of contempt von Reinhold dragged the Viceroy 
into the private oratory and pressed a panel in the wall. 
Hardly had the opening closed behind them than a 
deafening crash proclaimed that the barricade had 
yielded. 

The secret staircase conducted to a small portal 
giving access to a quiet side-street which abutted on 
the Palace, and was principally used by those members 
of the nobility whose actions necessitated as great a 
privacy as possible. But, safe for the moment though 
they were, the situation presented an unexpected diffi- 
culty. Aroused at last to a full consciousness of his 
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position, the awakening of the Viceroy was of a nature 
which under other circumstances would have been 
almost ludicrous. 

In a condition of terror bordering upon complete 
collapse, he had sunk upon the stone flags and was 
feebly clasping the knees of his protector. Afraid to 
speak above a whisper, and dreading lest at every 
moment the mob should discover the secret of the 
panel, von Reinhold was at a loss how to induce the 
Viceroy to proceed. 

Raising him at length with an effort to his feet, he 
pricked him gently with his sword. The inspiration 
had its due effect. Almost insensible with fear. His 
Excellency plunged forward in the darkness, and had 
it not been for the restraining arm which held him, 
would have fallen headlong. 

" Save me ! " he murmured brokenly. " Have mercy, 
have mercy." 

Seizing him roughly, von Reinhold dragged him 
down the staircase. With the aid of an occasional 
reminder with his weapon, and now and again exerting 
all his strength as the corpulent frame of the Duke 
stuck in the narrow windings, he contrived to get him 
to the bottom. Cautiously he unlatched the door and 
looked about him. 

The side-street was deserted, and the sound of the 
tumult had not as yet penetrated to that quarter. 
Before the entrance, the coachman drowsing sleepily 
upon the box and all oblivious of his master's flight, 
was the carriage of Don Carlo. The man started up 
in affright as von Reinhold shook him. 

'*Not a word. It is His Excellency. Avoid the 
main streets, and drive quickly. To the Castel 
deir Ovo ! " 

And pushing the paralysed Viceroy before him he 
climbed into the carriage, and lowering the shutters 
burst into a hearty peal of laughter. 

Yet had he but known it, the real peril was only 
just commencing, and the story of the Viceroy's rescue 
belongs not to von Reinhold but to Donna Claudia. 
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The lumbering vehicle lurched onward, swayed 
heavily, rose upon its hinder wheels unsteadily, and 
stopped. There was a sudden ineffectual plunging of 
the horses, a babel of excited voices, a dull thud as 
something dropped from the coach-box and lay groaning 
and then silent. 

** Hallo, within there ! Will not the ladies show 
their pretty faces!" cried one as he hammered, with 
a coarse jest, upon the shutters. 

The Viceroy was huddled in a corner of the carriage. 
Von Reinhold opened the window and glanced out. 
A dozen grimy features thrust themselves towards him. 

"A butcher! A butcher! Say your prayers, Sir 
Butcher. Death to the foreigner ! " 

The driver was extended apparently dead upon the 
ground, and while some held the horses, a score of 
lazzaroni yelled and leapt about the coach. With 
naked sword von Reinhold threw himself into the road- 
way and with his back to the door confronted them. 

^^ Donnerwetter P^ he bellowed, as he clove the skull 
of him who had first spoken, "this makes the tenth 
of you that I have killed since breakfast. Will you 
be the next, good charcoal-burner?" He executed a 
furious flourish as the man whom he addressed sprang 
from his reach. 

It was a coup of despair, as von Reinhold has himself 
confessed, for attracted by the tumult reinforcements of 
the rabble were running up from every quarter. Yet 
for a brief second, so formidable was his attitude, that 
the mob hesitated to attack him. Then a howl from 
the farther side announced that some spirit more 
venturesome than the rest had stumbled upon His 
Excellency. A runaway Augustinian monk seized him 
by the hair and screamed "Abolish the taxes!" In 
a twinkling, the Viceroy, more dead than alive, and 
flapping his hands in mute appeal for mercy, was 
crouching piteously in the open street. 

Appalled by the importance of its capture, the mob 
was feasting its eyes greedily upon the Viceroy. 
Passion hung for a breathing space upon the balance. 
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Then one man flung a stone, and as von Reinhold in 
a final despairing effort struck before him wildly, a 
shower of missiles hurtled through the air. 

An instant later and a new ruler would have reigned 
in Naples. But it was not to be, for at that moment, 
creeping unperceived behind them, Providence inter- 
posed in Donna Claudia. 

Some spark of womanly tenderness kindled itself 
within her. Heedless of the fact that in that grovelling 
morsel of humanity lay the success or failure of the 
insurrection, the realisation of the liberties of the 
people, she darted forward and covered the Viceroy 
with her body. 

The mob wavered at the sight of her. 

" Donna Claudia ! Donna Claudia ! " they shouted, 
as they swayed tumultuously. But one more savage 
than the rest slinked forward with a menace. 

" We want no women here. This is man's work and 
no woman's. Begone and leave us to our vengeance ! " 
And he poised a stone, about to throw it. 

Quick as a flash and fearlessly, Donna Claudia stepped 
up to him. Seizing the knave by the scruff of the neck, 
she shook him as a terrier might shake a rat. 

" Man's work ! " she scoffed. " Ay, this is man's 
work. Viceroy or not Viceroy, it was before this self- 
same quivering corpulence that you writhed yesterday 
in all the meekness of your servitude. Man's work, 
you say ! Has the worm then turned at last ? Or 
does it take a score of you to battle with a cringing 
coward? A sorry pack of heroes! If there be the 
semblance of a man among you let me behold him 
venture within sword-reach of this brave soldier here. 
What! Do you flinch, most valiant citizens? Of a 
truth, it is man's work to stone a helpless victim. It 
is man's work to keep his distance from the dog that 
bites in answer. Like yelping curs, you choose the 
safer part, my gentlemen ! Back to your kennels. 
Back!" 

She pushed the people from her with her hands. Her 
hair was unbound and streaming in a wave : she towered 
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above the others like some avenging fury. Before the 
suddenness of her movement the crowd recoiled and 
quailed. Sharply she inclined her head in the direction 
of von Reinhold, and her voice rang out imperiously. 

"You stand gaping there like a country hind, sir 
soldier! Body of me! I have no patience with you 
men. Pick up your master. Are you blind, or dumb, 
or paralysed? In Heaven's name, drag that ton of 
flesh into the carriage. Back, you rabble 1 Would you 
bandy words with Claudia ! " 

Von Reinhold sprang towards the Viceroy. The 
Duke lay on his back, scrabbling in the dust in the 
extremity of terror, his forehead bleeding, and his face 
distorted. With wellnigh superhuman energy von 
Reinhold lifted him in his arms and hurled himself into 
the carriage. 

There was a cry of warning from the lips of Donna 
Claudia. Even as the door of the vehicle closed upon 
them, she snatched the whip and, leaping on the coach- 
box, lashed the horses. 

*' This is man's work ! " she cried. " We need no 
women here." And she cut at the rabble as they 
caught the reins. 

The spirited Spanish horses reared and tore madly 
forward, amid the shrill curses of the baffled populace : 
faster and faster until it seemed as if but a miracle could 
save them from disaster. The gaudily-painted coach 
rocked to the verge of overturning, creaked in every 
joint, threatened to part asunder with the violence of 
the strain. Clinging to the silken embroideries within, 
von Reinhold raised himself with difficulty and shouted 
to Donna Claudia to moderate the pace. The only 
answer was a shrill cry of derision as she plied her 
whip with even more energy than hitherto. 

With a "Way! Way for Claudia!" the intrepid 
driver plunged round the corner of the Palace, flung 
herself into the very thick of the mob, which in un- 
ceasing numbers was pouring down Toledo. Caught as 
it were between two fires — the rabble had broken from 
the dismantled gates, and was pursuing the vehicle with 
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screams of savagery — the wit of Donna Claudia was more 
than enough for the emergency. In an instant she had 
plucked a bag of coins from her bosom and was casting 
them among the greedy multitude. The swarm of lazza- 
roni faltered, swerved. The coach leapt onwards across 
the width of the piazza, and with a terrific jerk, as the 
horses felt the restraining power of the reins, at last 
came to a halt. 

Donna Claudia stood by the door. 

" Welcome, your Excellency," she said, " to the sanc- 
tuary of the Convent of San Luigi." 

She hammered with the pommel of her whip upon 
the barred gates of the building, and dragging the Vice- 
roy from the coach, looked upon von Reinhold. 

"I wonder what my brother will say to this," she 
smiled. "I have saved a Viceroy for his weight in 
ducats." 

She spurned the Viceroy lightly with her foot. 

" If not his weight, for fifty-fold his value. Get in, 
old fool ! God in His mercy should have created you a 
woman ! " 

The affrighted face of the Spanish Provincial of the 
Order was peering at them through the wicket. 

" Open ! " cried Donna Claudia. " Tis His Corpu- 
lence the Duke of Arcos ! " 

The rabble was gathering for a rush upon them. She 
scattered a handful of coins with disdainful gesture. 
The sound of her laughter rang through the piazza as 
von Reinhold and the Viceroy passed into the convent. 



CHAPTER IX 

THE HOUSE WITH THE TWO TURNINGS 

I CANNOT say how long I lay bereft of sense, but on 
coming to myself it was with no little satisfaction that 
I ascertained the comparatively trifling nature of my 
injuries. Beyond a trivial flesh wound in my side — it 
would seem that the dagger must have providentially 
glanced off* the steel buckle on the strap of my blue 
doublet — and a score or so of bruises, which were un- 
likely to cause me more than a merely temporary sHiff- 
ness, I had in point of fact passed practically unscathed 
through the terrible ordeal which I had encountered. 

I raised my head and strove to gaze about me. Alas ! 
I had miscalculated my strength, and with a groan I fell 
back again upon the pallet, for the unfamiliar surround- 
ings began to dance before me, my throat was parched 
with an intolerable thirst, a burning pain shot through 
my temples. The very movement seemed to have 
aroused a thousand devils in my body. 

For a while I lay motionless and tried to recollect my- 
self. Where was I ? I recalled the Mercato, the ap- 
parition of my friend of the stool, and my escape. And 
after ? My fevered brain pulsed with the effort, wavered, 
finally refused its office. I knew nothing, could think 
of nothing. When all was said and done, what did it 
matter? I was alive, faint, dizzy, yet alive. The 
symptoms would pass ofl" in time. It was sufficient that 
I was alive. 

And then that maddening thirst came over me' afresh, 
and but one thought possessed me. Through my 
clinging lips I gasped for water. But I was alone, 

and there was none to answer me. The realisation 
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of my solitude grew with the strength of my desire. 
Feverishly, mechanically, I groped out with my hands, 
and as I did so a hoarse cry broke from me in a voice 
which I hardly knew to be my own, 

Joy of joys ! My hand rested upon a goblet by my 
side. With a murmured blessing upon the good 
Samaritan who had placed the cooling draught within 
my reach, I clutched it eagerly and drew it to me. 
The cup was filled to the brim with what I conjectured 
to be Vomero, a rough and acrid vintage, such as is 
consumed in the lower taverns of the city. But to me 
it was like nectar, and I drained it to the dregs. And 
then a feeling of peace passed over me, and I must have 
slumbered, for I remember nothing further. 

When I opened my eyes the night had fallen. Some 
one had visited me while I slept, for a candle stood 
burning in the chamber. It was all but spent, and 
the wick flaring in a long flame. I must have slept for 
many hours. 

It may have been the repose after my great exertions, 
it may have been some soothing medicament in the wine, 
but I awoke refreshed and with my brain restored to 
clearness. The goblet had been replenished, and upon 
a trestle beside me rested a savoury mess of macifroni. 
I fell to with avidity, and, the pangs of hunger once 
appeased, began to stare with some amazement at the 
room about me. By the flickering light I perceived 
that I lay in a low oblong chamber. Set in the wall 
were three round oriel windows, of which the centre 
one was roughly glazed, while the others were filled in 
with oiled paper. The walls themselves were bare and 
much discoloured by the ravages of years, a single - 
ragged strip of faded tapestry hanging suspended 
opposite the doorway. About the entire apartment 
hung an indescribable air of mouldy dreariness, as of 
a room which had been long untenanted. The form of 
the beams which ran transversely above me suggested * 
a close proximity to the roof; it was clear that the place 
was a mere garret. 

The candle expired with a splutter. With a curse I 
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waited until my eyes should grow accustomed to the 
darkness. Then I staggered slowly to my feet. Despite 
a certain wavering unsteadiness I experienced no diffi- 
culty in moving. The time had come for action. First 
and foremost, where was I, in what quarter of the city, 
a free man or a prisoner ? I crossed over to the case- 
ment, and, flinging it open, leant out into the night. 

Between the wavy hollows of Somma and Vesuvius 
the moon was rising. A thin, vapoury column of smoke 
rose beneath it, and at intervals obscured its brightness. 
Like the bourdon note of a distant organ the heavy 
tramp of a vast multitude vibrated in the city. Here 
and there a tongue of flame shot up into the heavens, 
revealing dim dense clusters of human beings prowling 
amid the roadways. Now as I listened I heard a sharp 
heartrending cry, a burst of brutal merriment, a roar as 
of hungry wolves below me. The square glowed like a 
furnace in the red light of torches raised on poles above 
a sea of heads. The mob surged this way, that way, 
and passed on. Soon the moon grew brighter, shone 
with gentle radiance over the Mercato, threw into bold 
relief the grisly gallows, and what with a start I saw 
to be the smoking ruins of the Custom House. From 
around the corner advanced a dark procession, bearing 
a black banner in its midst, and chanting mournfully a 
penitential psalm. It too moved on, and, as the wailing 
hymn receded from me, wafted upon the breeze rose the 
shrill scream of a tortured creature. With a sickening 
feeling at my heart I rushed away. 

Wolfram von Reinhold ! My God ! If he should lie 
at the mercy of these wretches ! The thought tore at 
my senses, beat with the force of a sledge-hammer on 
my brain. Hardly knowing what I did, I sprang across 
the room, and came into violent contact with the door. 
Reeling from the shock against the woodwork my hand 
lit on a loop of cord. I pulled at this, the door yielded, 
and I went out. 

There for a second or two I paused in absolute 
ignorance as to where I was, or on what my foot might 
be about to rest. Then I plunged madly forward in the 
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darkness. The recollection of von Reinhold seemed to 
have paralysed my caution. 

My fingers caught upon a baluster, slid along it in a 
vain effort to restrain myself. My foot stepped into 
thin air. With a crash which re-echoed in the rafters I 
fell stumbling to the bottom of the staircase. 

I was trembling now as I picked myself up and 
listened. The noise of my fall must have resounded 
through the building. I heard the scampering of a rat, 
I could have fancied that I detected voices. But as I 
waited crouching in the deep obscurity, no human foot- 
fall came to mar the stillness. It seemed that the house 
must be deserted. 

The thought brought me confidence once more. 
Warily, for I had no mind to risk another similar 
catastrophe, I felt my way onward down what appeared 
to be a narrow corridor, to the left up a short flight of 
steps, which creaked uneasily beneath me, then again 
descending sharply to the right in the direction of what 
I judged to be the outer exit. 

It is the fashion of our young men of to-day to scoff 
at Providence, to deny the hand of God in the guidance 
of our actions. Yet it is to Providence alone that I may 
ascribe my deliverance that night. I was mad, delirious, 
what you will. I laugh as I bethink me of the folly 
which held me in its grip while I wandered about those 
dark, worm-eaten passages. Had I achieved the sum of 
my desire, had I emerged upon the piazza as I wished, 
should I be alive now to write the tale which I am 
writing? My tattered uniform still hung in shreds 
about me, revealing me as an object of hatred to all 
whom I might encounter; I was unarmed, for my 
sword was with Ercole. I shudder as I reflect upon 
the fate which I should have brought upon myself 
had not a kindly Providence directed my steps 
otherwise. 

What it was that decided me, who can tell ? I know 
now that had I turned to the left instead of to the 
right, my life in all probability had paid the forfeit. 
As I hesitated, fumbling cautiously about me upon the 
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summit of those crazy steps, I little reflected that my 
whole future hung upon my choice. 

I turned, as I have said, to the right The steps 
were treacherous and uneven, and missing the lowest in 
the darkness, I hastily put my hand against the wall 
that I might steady myself the better. I must have 
touched some secret spring in doing so, for a panel 
moved back noiselessly. In the opening thus suddenly 
disclosed, a lantern was burning with a sickly greenish 
ray which gave a ghastly appearance to the vault, for 
so it seemed, which stretched beyond. Scarcely daring 
to breathe in my astonishment, I bent forward and 
strove to pierce the twilight of the cavernous recess 
before me. 

" Enter ! " 

The voice boomed through the silence, roused the 
shuddering echoes, reverberated, and died away in 
mocking repetition. In a trice my hand was at my 
sword-hilt. Did I say sword-hilt ? Bah ! I had for- 
gotten, and instead, my hand came sharply against my 
wounded side. 

"Enter!" 

The sound seemed to proceed from nowhere. A 
sob escaped me, for the sudden contact, slight as 
was the hurt, drove a shooting pain from rib to heart. 
Then in my agitation I started to run, to flee anywhere 
from that terrible command, from that lurid, greenish 
gleam which cast its devilish, flickering radiance within. 
God be thanked ! I had gone but a single step when 
some instinct made me pause in time. By the ghostly 
dim reflection of the lantern I was able to discern some 
sort of void in front of me. Quick as thought I tore 
the useless scabbard from my belt and flung it. It fell, 
and the seconds grew, and I heard the distant murmur 
of a splash. I was upon the very verge of one of those 
oubliettes, those deep mysterious wells which guard so 
many secrets of Italian treachery. Shivering in every 
limb, I shrank from it. But a day before I had laughed 
at the existence of such death-traps, scoffed at a narra- 
tive concerning them which had been told me by von 
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Reinhold. And now — now there was not a hair upon 
my head which did not rise erect with horror as I knew 
the narrowness of my escape. ' 

^" Enter!" 

Again the voice pealed forth, imperious, commanding. 
I lacked the power longer to resist, for my body was 
shaking as if palsied. I entered blindly at the bidding. 
With a snap the panel closed behind me. 

Unwrung I turned about and beat at it with clenched 
hands, crying alternately for mercy, for assistance. 
But it was stout enough to baffle all my efforts, and in a 
lethargy of despair I finally desisted. Still the same 
awful silence. Then a portal creaked upon its hinges, 
and a flood of light burst on me. 

'* You are not the first, signore, who has chosen the 
wrong turning ! " 

It was again my friend of the Toscana. Erect and 
smiling he stood before the open doorway. Behind 
him stretched a lofty vaulted chamber, and the torch- 
illumined shapes of a great gathering of men. Dazed 
and bewildered I sank upon my knees, while with 
dramatic gesture he pointed to where, picked out in 
letters of crimson upon a sombre background, there 
flashed above his head the legend, '* La Compagnia della 
Morte " — The Company of Death. 



CHAPTER X 

LA COMPAGNIA BELLA MORTE 

The smoke of the torches circled in a swift eddy about 
the floriated columns, and floating heavily upwards hung 
like a pall above the passionate, impatient faces which 
were up-turned in my direction. Rarely if ever in its 
turgid, crime-stained history can the Torrione del Car- 
mine, the dark and solitary tower which adjoined the 
convent on the market-place, have witnessed a stranger 
assemblage than that which had now met within its 
walls. For these men, with their wild oaths, their 
fantastic dress, their uncouth gestures, were members 
of a fraternity which was remarkable even in that 
country of exaggeration. They were neither of the 
nobility nor were they lazzaroni ; they belonged neither 
to the trading class nor to the more opulent confederacy 
of money-lenders ; they were neither soldiers nor officials, 
neither monks nor brigands. It would have puzzled 
a stranger to assign to them their rank, to guess 
plausibly at their vocation. For these were the Artist- 
Knights of Southern Italy. 

A headstrong, turbulent band of craftsmen, standing 
midway between the nobles and the populace, between 
the rulers and the ruled, protected by the special 
privileges of their Order — the fashion of creating them 
Knights had existed for upwards of a century — they 
acknowledged no laws and no restraints save those of 
their own making. It was their boast that they handled 
their swords with no less readiness than they plied their 
brushes. In the saying of their master, Spagnoletto, 
they did not wish to be styled cavalieri to no purpose. 

The age was one of fanfaronade and bombast, a style 
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which to this day finds many followers. Art, which in 
the preceding centuries had been an object of cultivation, 
was with them a plaything. They longed only for an 
enchantment of the senses ; they understood only the 
exterior ; they desired coquetry instead of grace, display 
instead of dignity, the horrible instead of the sincere 
and earnest; they broke out into flourishes in every- 
thing, in poetry, in sculpture, in painting, in familiar 
and domestic life. 

For the most part seguaci or disciples of Guiseppe 
Ribera, called Lo Spagnoletto, the painters of Naples 
strove but too faithfully to act up to the example of that 
gloomy colourist, with his barbarous pleasure in the 
scenes of martyrdom. Few there are who have not 
heard of the terrible story of the youth nailed to the 
cross that he might serve as a model for the dying 
Saviour. It was a period of low crimes and malicious 
snares, of wild strife, of frenzied jealousies, of bloody 
enmities, which would render the history of Neapolitan 
art a tragedy if the commonness of these practices did 
not overpower the tragic side in them. 

As my memory carries me back along the dim chain 
of intervening years, the strange eccentric personalities 
of those Painter-Knights seem to have lost nothing of 
their freshness. I can see them again as I beheld them 
then : shoulder to shoulder in that ancient council- 
chamber of the short-lived Inquisition — the endeavour 
of Don Pedro de Toledo to foist that hated tribunal upon 
the city had itself been frustrated only by an insurrection 
of the people — a motley gallery of figures, some stamped 
with the pinch of utter poverty, others decked out with 
the gay plumage which wealth alone can purchase, an 
element of exaggeration perceptible in every gesture. 
One by one they rise before my eyes. Aniello Falcone, 
the painter of battles, in art as in life a practised fighter : 
resplendent in a scarlet surcoat, a gaunt white-bearded 
veteran with the lust of carnage still undimmed in the 
flash which glittered beneath the lowering brow. Micco 
Spadaro, with the deep furrows of thought upon his 
boyish forehead, the weary dreamer of the sufferings of 
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past humanity, who has left behind him in his pictures, 
rich in figures, such animated representations of the 
ravages of the succeeding pestilence. Viviano Codagpra, 
who lived to make himself a name by his perspective 
and his views of cities : a mean starving creature in his 
withered frippery, shouting himself hoarse with bitter 
denunciations of the noble pa.trons who neglected him. 
How vividly the familiar figures once more reshape 
themselves ! There was Mattia Preti, II Cavaliere 
Calabrese, of the Order of Hospitallers, who, having 
narrowly escaped death at the hands of a tax-gatherer 
whom he had portrayed as the flayer in a picture of the 
Martyrdom of Saint Bartholomew, was finally to close 
a stormy life in the odour of sanctity at Malta. There 
were the Francanzanos, scholars of Spagnoletto, who 
taught themselves to be great painters, and had to 
struggle with many difficulties all their days. Not all 
were destined to the good fortune of Andrea Vaccaro, 
one of the artists of his time the most sought after in 
the style of Guido Reni — a portly figure, smacking of 
prosperity in his well-lined pouch and costly raiment, 
who had somehow forgotten his wife and fifty years to 
join in the bravado of the others, and had even brought 
his son, a youth of fourteen, to do the same. Many 
there were who, a few months later, were fated to perish 
of the plague, many who have since died in exile. Of 
the survivors few indeed have been permitted to enjoy 
the rare fruits of reputation. Angelo Barile languishes 
in prison ; Carlo Coppola still lingers, stricken with the 
blindness which so shortly overtook him ; Giovanni 
Spinelli ekes out a precarious existence in the streets of 
Rome. It seems but yesterday that Antonio Gargano 
paid for his crimes upon the gallows. In the farthest 
corner of the chamber I can see him kneeling, with a 
canvas roughly propped against a pillar, painting with 
magic touches as if his very life depended upon his 
rapidity of execution, a torch flaring upon either side 
of him, heedless of the tumult and the turmoil : surely 
the strangest night-bird of that company, sodden and 
wine-stained to the very bones, in a doublet of rubbed 
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and faded purple velvet — a harmless^ good-natured 
looking knave who was neither harmless nor good- 
natured. 

And by way of contrast amid the five-score men who 
stood there clamouring, springs up the well-known figure 
of one whose fame has spread far beyond the confines 
of his native country, whose work will ever be among 
the most cherished possessions of posterity. This was 
the man who at that moment, with melodramatic gesture, 
bade me enter: the man who, throughout the length 
and breadth of Southern Italy, alike among the highest 
and the lowest, was known by no other appellation than 
that of II Signore — a nickname which, at first bestowed 
in mockery, had been converted by his genius into one 
of honour. The time had long since passed when the 
barefooted Carmelites of Santa Teresa beat him because 
he drew his youthful compositions with black coal upon 
the white walls of their convent; or when Lanfranco 
recognised the merits of the little pictures offered cheap 
for sale at the corners of the streets. 

Poet, painter, musician, improvisatore, sometime 
bandit, sometime strolling player, master of intrigue, 
song, jest, painting, swordsmanship, Salvator Rosa was 
now the acknowledged prince of art and poetry. Equally 
versed in a dozen diffierent accomplishments, he as easily 
outshone his compeers as the sun outshines the stars. 
Yet the peculiar circumstances of his early upbringing, 
while they failed to hinder the conception of those weird 
and desolate landscapes which have made him famous, 
reacted no less powerfully upon his disposition than the 
same causes influenced his fellows. "One who by 
divine indignation was born a Neapolitan : " such were 
the words in which he once described himself. Salvator 
Rosa had lived much in Rome and Florence ; yet the 
instinct of adventure, the Southern thirst of the abnormal, 
the passion for conspiracy, never left him. In that reck- 
less spirit which dominates his countrjrmen, he would, 
while the fit was on him, cast on one side work, ideals, 
ambition. Scenting intrigue from afar, he would court 
danger voluntarily, plunge into the whirlpool of plot and 
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counterplot, yielding himself wholly to the impulse of 
the moment, without a care as to the future and its 
retributions, "For never," says an Italian divine, II 
Padre Baldovino, "has it been known that God has 
permitted the devil to torture in hell a man who bore 
the name of Salvatore." The saying was often upon 
the lips of the great painter in those weeks of feverish 
application at his easel which followed with unfailing 
regularity upon his outbursts. 

He stood before me with one hand upon the door, 
dressed in the same fantastic costume which he had 
worn in the Mercato, with the addition of a ribbon 
about his neck from which was suspended the emblem 
of some Order — a red enamelled heart set in a white 
oval medallion, closely studded with brilliants round 
its border. 

" Behold ! " he cried, and his voice rose in gibing 
imitation of the shrill lisping accents of Ercole : " Behold 
the incendiary of the Toscana ! " 

The blinding light of the torches beat full into my 
eyes as I rose slowly to my feet and faced him. 

" His Eminence the Cardinal having in view, as 
always, the welfare of the people " 

A roar broke from the room behind and stopped 
him. Viviano Codagora pushed a way towards us 
shouting — 

" The strappado ! The strappado for the butcher ! '* 

He seized me by the arm and dragged me forward, 
but I tore myself apart and turned upon him savagely. 
The lean face which glowered into mine stirred up 
a memory. 

" Cavaliere ! '* I exclaimed contemptuously, and the 
words escaped me in a torrent as I saw the knave quail 
in sudden recognition, "there was a morning in the 
Strada della Carit^ when other words than those fell 
from your lips. Had I been less new to Naples, my 
sword had known better than to hearken to the cringings 
of such a paint-pot knight as Codagora. Perhaps your 
comrades have yet to become acquainted with the story 
of your valorous exploit upon that occasion." And I 
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laughed scornfully at the attempt at bluster with which 
he strove to check me. 

" Pesta I " he growled menacingly, " shall I slice 
your tongue for you ! " 

Salvator Rosa took a rapid step between us. 

•* Body of a dog ! Are we met here for tavern 
brawling ! " Then with a grim chuckle : " For one in 
your position, Signor von Striedbeck| such conduct is 
not seemly." 

"For one in my position, cavaliere! True. It is 
easy taunting an unarmed man." 

And there I paused abruptly, for the room was lined 
with mocking faces turned towards me. The blood 
surged hotly through my veins. 

"Is this the part of gentlemen," I blurted, "or 
are these gibbering apes which stand before me? 
Shame upon you, sirs. If it be my death which you 
desire, I am not one that flinches. But if there be men 
among you in whom dwells some spark of chivalry or 
justice, let them hear me." 

Salvator Rosa interrupted quietly. 

" Who spoke of death ? " he said. " You are hot- 
headed. Nay, nay, you shall have your chance of life. 
We are painters and not murderers. Were your skin 
but tougher, you had not flown into such choler. You 
forget, lieutenant, that I still owe you something for 
your kindly assistance of last night. How say you, 
comrades of the Company ? " 

Codagora swung round furiously. 

"Are we not sworn/' he screamed, "to the exter- 
mination of the foreign vermin. This man is a butcher. 
Let him die." 

At once arose a babel, some clamouring on my 
behalf and some against me. But I caught here and 
there among the crowd a friendly glance which re- 
assured me, and with the return of my composure 
was quick to view things in a rosy light. For II 
Signore, as I noticed, remained aloof from the dis- 
cussion, and the Francanzanos, with some half-dozen 
of the others, had edged their way quietly beside him 
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with that look of calm determination which outweighs 
the strongest words. Intervention, however, was de- 
stined to come rapidly, and from a quarter I had least 
expected. Mattia Preti was loudly proclaiming his ad- 
hesion to the views of Codagora, and, with his wrinkled 
countenance distorted with hostility, marched suddenly 
upon me. Involuntarily I sprang upon one side, and 
in so doing brushed against the canvas upon which 
Antonio Gargado was engaged in painting. The man 
turned with an astonished curse as though, immersed in 
his work, he knew nothing of the cause of the disturb- 
ance. Then, as his glance directed itself upon his 
fellows, a gleam of intelligence flashed across his stolid 
visage. He flung the implements of his craft upon the 
ground, and gripping me about the waist with iron 
grasp half lifted me into the open space between the 
pillars. For one brief second I looked to have the 
others swarm upon us, and I feared the worst. Salvator 
Rosa made no sign of movement, and the shout that 
went up warned me that now had come the pinch. But 
Gargano with a coarse oath interposed himself be- 
tween us. 

" Fair play, comrades ! It is I that now have the 
quarrel with this clumsy lout. May the plague eat 
up his bones that he should rub his vile flesh against 
my masterpiece. I am no Spagnoletto that I can afford 
to use my oils in patching carelessness. Whence, in 
the devil's name, have you dragged forth this noble 
patron of the arts ? " 

A score of voices told him. 

**Ho! ho!" he cried. "That's how the land lies, is 
it? Good friend, good friend, you shall be roasted 
before a slow fire, or skinned — ay, skinned alive to 
make a painter's holiday." 

Like the growling of a great dog the tones of II 
Signore rose above the hubbub. 

" Vedi bestia duomoj che ardisce^ dove io sia^ a 
parlare prima di me^^ he quoted, with indignant 
gesture. "Behold the knave who dares, in my own 
presence, speak ere I have spoken ! Antonio Gargano, 
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the same who declares that he is no Spagnoletto, usurps 
my leadership of this most potent Company! Oh, 
mighty painter ! Moriturus te saluto I " 

Gargano raised his hands in mocking supplication. 

" Illustrious cavaliere, I crave your pardon for my 
disrespect. Yet my poor canvas cries aloud for ven- 
geance. Shall I sit mute when the labour of my soul is 
smudged by such a botcher ? " 

The strident accents of Codagora rang out loudly. 

" No botcher but a butcher. Death to the foreigner. 
Let him pay the penalty." 

Gargano gazed for a moment at him curiously. Even 
in my confusion of mind and thought I saw enough to 
realise that no love was lost between the pair. 

" Alas, my Viviano, what bloodthirstiness is this ! 
You were not always wont to call for death so readily." 
And he fumbled among the tools which lay before him. 
Then he drew himself to his full height, while his eyes 
sparkled with malicious merriment. 

"Members and comrades of this long-suffering 
fellowship!" He bowed with dignity to II Signore. 
"By virtue of the usurped authority so graciously 
conferred upon me by our leader, I herewith exercise 
my brief command. Our valiant Codagora, with that 
impetuousness born only of true courage, denies the 
grace of life to this poor trembling mortal. And yet, 
methinks, the butcher — stand forward, man, that all 
may see you ! — is young, and bears a comely coun- 
tenance despite his rags. Confusion take his clumsi- 
ness ! For his services to II Signore, we still owe him 
recompense. Nay, it so happens that I chanced to hear 
that speech which fell from him in the Mercato " 

" And I ! And I ! " cried not a few among the 
others. 

"Whence, comrades, it follows that my heart begins 
to warm towards this butcher — for Codagora loves him 
not, and Codagora is a man of courage." 

The other's face was furious with passion, and he 
clutched his dagger. But with a laugh Carlo Coppola 
ran at him and caught him by the arms. It was evident 
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that Codagora had not won popularity among his 
fellows; nor, knowing his character as I did, could I 
marvel at the circumstance. It was on the day 
following my arrival in the city that I had first 
encountered him, engaged in the perpetration of one 
of those acts of infamy which revealed the vileness 
of his nature. Yielding to a certain weakness, I had 
spared him with a sharp rebuke, administered with the 
flat of my weapon, for I could not bring myself to soil 
my sword with the blood of the pitiable guilty creature 
whose piercing cries for mercy seemed merely to accen- 
tuate the depths of the humiliation into which he had 
sunk through vice and cowardice. Accomplished 
painter, indeed, as he became in after years, there 
was ever a meanness and capacity for evil in Viviano 
Codagora which no amount of hectoring bluster could 
effectually conceal. He possessed genius, if you will, 
but tempered with such attributes as rendered his 
society distasteful, if not actually repellent, to all who 
knew him. To this day, as I recall his memory, there 
creeps over me a feeling of repugnance as in the pre- 
sence of some noxious reptile. 

Of Antonio Gargano, on the other hand, I cherish no 
such hostile recollection. For with all the long cata- 
logue of crimes which haunts his reputation, Gargano, 
so long as duty jumped with interest, was not devoid of 
honourable instinct. Worthless knave though he was, 
moreover, nature had endowed him in full measure with 
that mysterious gift of fascination which is often the 
accompaniment of roguery. It is a striking instance 
of the irony of fate, that the career of the one man 
should have led to fame and fortune, while that of the 
other should have reaped its reward upon the scaffold. 

As I stood there, in that moment of suspense, and 
saw how Codagora had grown livid, I could have scoffed 
^at him in the new light-heartedness which filled me. 
For a brief breathing-space there was comparative 
silence in the chamber. Then Gargano, with an ex- 
clamation of amusement as he noted the curiosity which 
held his comrades, spoke afresh. 
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"Since it is clear that between the man of blood and 
the man of courage there exists some private ground of 
quarrel, it were a sin to come between them and their 
satisfaction. There is room and to spare. So form a 
circle, cavalieri, and let the butcher fight with Codagora. 
If the butcher prove the victor, he shall have his liberty. 
If not, his destiny shall lie with Codagora. How say 
you, most excellent leader of this company ? " 

Salvator Rosa fingered the winking diamonds upon 
his breast 

" A judgment worthy of Gargano ! ** 

And while some cried this way and some that, and 
those behind endeavoured to press forward, and those 
in front, setting their feet firmly, strove as stubbornly 
to keep them back, he forced a passage to my side, his 
massive shoulders heaving with excitement. 

"The weapons!" he demanded. "With whom the 
choice of weapons ? " 

"With me!" Gargano retorted gaily, and stooping, 
he brandished aloft a palette knife. 

With the deep bellow of a bull, Salvator Rosa shook 
with laughter, and he grasped the weapon and flung it 
at the feet of Codagora. The knave was quivering with 
anger. But ere he could say aught, some one had 
thrust a palette knife into my hand, and the crowd 
had gathered in a clamouring ring around us. For a 
moment, as Codagora shrank before the look of wither- 
ing contempt I cast at him, I almost dreaded lest some 
cunning on his part should balk me of the combat, for 
he recoiled the more that I advanced, and there was 
that in his eyes which betokened small appetite for 
bloodshed. But the jeers and laughter of his comrades 
availed to check his protests even while they hung 
trembling on his lips, and at the extremity of the ring 
he paused in an attitude of watchfulness, his supple 
body bent in readiness to spring upon me. 

For my own part, the very suddenness of the affair, 
coupled with the chance which it afforded of extricating 
myself lyith honour from the dangers which encircled 
me, had nerved my arm anew, and driven my brain 
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aflame with hope of victory. The unfamiliarity of the 
weapons, which might have numbed some men, or 
flurried them, served indeed but to increase my con- 
fidence. Mere painters' tools though they might be, 
their edge was sufficiently keen to warrant the success 
of a quick-drawn slashing stroke, such as I had long 
been used to among the country-folk of Freiburg, where 
broad-bladed knives still lingered among the ruder 
peasantry. If the flexibility of the steel might stand 
in the way of fatal injury — and in my loathing I was 
resolved to leave no stone unturned to kill the man — at 
least I could hope to inflict an ugly and abiding gash 
. upon the saturnine countenance which confronted me. 

The hubbub stilled to a hush as for an instant I stood 
on guard awaiting the first move of my adversary. 
Then we dashed forward simultaneously and, as I 
intercepted a wild cut and the sparks flew from our 
blades, retreated and again advancing came to closer 
quarters. The ruddy gleam of the torches held aloft 
above us seemed to waver, as the crowd swayed eagerly, 
and now and again burst into lurid flare, dazzling our 
sight with its quick-moving brilliancy. With flout and 
gibe iwatched the perspiration gather upon the brow 
of Codagora, and once as he quailed visibly before my 
onslaught taunted him loudly for a coward. But what 
I deemed to be but cowardice proved to have method 
in it. 

Twice round about the ring we passed, and I had not 
won that slight advantage which my longer reach had 
promised. The knave failed not to yield before me, 
and with quick elusive movement baffled my every 
endeavour to attain him. I stole a glance at the row of 
onlookers that flanked us right and left and my breath 
came hot and fast, when of a sudden he crouched low 
and, thinking me doubtless unprepared, essayed a 
desperate sweep across my belly. But I was too quick 
for him and my hand curved swiftly. My knife turned 
his aside, and gliding to his wrist, cut with a sawing 
motion deep into the flesh. With a snarl he let fall his 
weapon. 
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But my triumphant shout proved but of short dura- 
tion, for with the fury of a madman he flung himself 
upon me. He was stronger than I was in my weakened 
state, and in my first surprise I forgot the nature of my 
weapon and I stabbed at him. The steel snapped with- 
out penetrating the rough folds of his doublet, and ere I 
could spring back he had gripped me by the throat and 
we were locked in struggle. I felt his grasp tighten, 
and the clamorous shouts of the spectators seemed to 
recede into the distance. Yet for the nonce I contrived 
to hold my own while the eyeballs were starting from 
my head, and as we grappled to and fro and the blood 
gushed from his wound, I realised his strength was 
failing. His grip slackened and his hand crept to his 
belt. 

A cry from the others and in the nick of time I 
divined his cowardly purpose and saw the glint of the 
dagger in his hand. With a supreme effort I dis- 
engaged from his embrace and sudden inspiration gave 
me victory. For with a leap and a jerk I snatched a 
flaming torch from the astonished bystander who stood 
nearest, and exerting all my force dashed it full and 
square into the livid face of the treacherous hound 
before me. The burning pitch struck him, spluttering 
and clinging as it ate into the flesh. With a sob of 
agony he staggered. He pressed his palms against his 
face, and sinking to the ground with a wild cry of pain 
rolled from side to side convulsively. 

The end had come. One glance I gave him and no 
more. That glance was pitiless. With a cry of exulta- 
tion I turned and claimed my liberty. 

A woman's eyes looked into mine and a woman's 
voice it was which answered me. 



CHAPTER XI 

DONNA CLAUDIA 

The others had fallen back to right and left and now 
stood silent, almost reverently, massed against the pillars. 
Aniello Falcone had taken up his stand a pace in 
advance of that body which had marshalled itself upon 
my left ; Salvator Rosa had adopted a similar position 
on my right. Behind me, Codagora writhed upon the 
ground unheeded ; before me, majestic and dignified of 
carriage, was Donna Claudia, the woman whom I had 
seen in the Toscana. 

It had been a day of surprises, and somehow I experi- 
enced no astonishment at the marvellous change in her 
appearance. Yet changed she was, altered, one might 
have said, wellnigh beyond the bounds of recognition. 
The face was there, the hair black as night and straight 
as rain, the startled eyes which, really gray, had a look 
of black as the pupil swam over the iris, the curved lips 
which, drooping a little at the corners, imparted in repose 
a touch of wistfulness to the strong rounded chin. But 
for the rest ! Clad in a flowing gown of silvery shim- 
mering material with a girdle of emeralds wound about 
her waist, she resembled that lady whom Nicholas the 
Pisan sculptor fashioned after the model of the ancients 
to be Queen of Earth and Heaven. Her hair, which 
was plentiful and drawn low over her ears into a heavy 
knot at the nape of her neck, was dressed within a 
fine gold net. Upon her feet, which when I saw them 
first were bare, she wore close-fitting sandals; sus- 
pended from her girdle hung a thin stiletto in a silver 
sheath. 

"Signore," she said, with a strange coldness in her 

XOl 
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tone, " I am not fond of mysteries. We will talk a 
little, if you please." 

I stared at her dumfounded, for the words came 
sharp as sleet. Then bowing low I answered her, 
a trifle bitterly maybe in the reaction which fell 
over me. 

" Madam, such mystery as you find here is neither of 
my making nor is it to my liking. Doubtless one of 
these gentlemen " — I waved my hand towards them — 
'* would furnish you with a more satisfactory explama- 
tion than I could myself." 

There was a subdued muttering among the others, 
but I was quick to notice that Donna Claudia herself 
did not seem to resent my boldness. 

" For the matter of that wretch behind me," I con- 
tinued hardily, " I have but visited his own treachery 
upon him." And stepping back I lifted the dagger 
from the ground. 

The voice of Donna Claudia came low and full. 

**I might have thought, signore, that one of your 
spirit had found more congenial occupation than in 
this sorry bluster. Is this a time, gentlemen, for 
indulgence in buffoonery? Are there no higher in- 
terests at stake than these mad follies? Out upon 
you, Salvatore. I had hoped better things of my own 
brother." 

II Signore was fondling his beard with, for him, a 
shamefaced look. 

" Body of a dog, Claudia ! " he grumbled, " I leave 
the higher stakes to Masaniello. We were but divert- 
ing ourselves to beguile the tedium of our waiting." 

"Diverting, say you! Ay, and at the cost of 
whom ? " 

Salvator Rosa fixed a twinkling eye upon Gargano. 

"By the Rood, sister," he cried, "'tis not, at all 
events, your pretty gentleman has suffered." 

And with this the elder Francanzano chimed in 
hastily : 

"We promised his liberty to the butcher should he 
prove the victor." 
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Donna Claudia seemed to be lost in contemplation, 
for several times she murmured "Liberty!" and with 
clenched hand she remained as still as though she had 
been wrought in marble. Then the tension of her form 
relaxed and her face grew spirited, and she flung an 
eager glance upon me. 

"Repeat that story, sir, which you told in the 
Mercato," she cried, with a tap Sf her foot upon the 
ground. 

A hush of attention settled round the room while I 
was speaking. Modestly, yet openly, I once more told 
my story, and not a man moved from his place or 
stirred. Donna Claudia's eyes were dancing with ex- 
citement when I finished. Her fingers had fastened 
upon the haft of the stiletto in her girdle. Salvator 
Rosa made a spring towards me, but she checked 
him. 

" Leave him to me, brother," she said quickly. And 
ere he could advance again she cried out, " Ferro / " 

A hundred swords flashed in the light of the torches 
simultaneously, described a gleaming circle, sank to 
earth saluting. 

"Go !" said Donna Claudia, and without a word the 
motley company defiled before us. Gaudy silks and 
tattered frippery, trimmings of velvet and dusty russet 
doublets cheek by jowl, the Painter-Knights obeyed the 
command of this strange woman as though beneath the 
spell of an enchantment. There were some I saw who, 
taking their cue from Mattia Preti, bent lowering eye- 
brows on me as they passed, but more who clanked 
their scabbards cheerfully, and flung me glances of 
encouragement. One even — a lean rat of a man with 
a scab upon his chin, but with shrewd kindly eyes — 
went so far as to whisper some short word of cheer 
which sank as balm into my perplexed brain. I smiled 
him back my gratitude, and waited wondering. They 
had promised me my liberty. I had now to reckon 
with the caprices of a woman. 

As the last man passed through the doorway, Salvator 
Rosa caught me by the arm. 
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" Body of a dog ! The — 

But his words strangled themselves unuttered in 
his beard| for Donna Claudia clapped a hand upon 
him. 

" Go ! " she repeated simply. " Not a word. And 
take that with you." She pointed to Codagora, who, 
forgotten by the others, had crept against a pillar, and 
sitting partially erect was moaning curses. 

With a deep guffaw Salvator Rosa ran to him and 
hoisted him upon his back. 

" Addio, cara miay^ he exclaimed, with a broad grin 
upon his countenance. He was singing loudly as he 
went with his burden down the passage. 

A long pause, or so it seemed to me, ensued before 
Donna Claudia did aught than trifle with her drawn 
stiletto. Then, as the echo of the song grew less, she 
quietly replaced the jewelled weapon in its sheath. 

" The packet which you mentioned. Give it to me." 
She was looking at me curiously. 

The sudden demand started me unduly, for, truth to 
tell, in the whirl of adventure which enveloped me, I 
had come near to forgetting that the unopened packet 
still remained in my possession. Without intending 
it I hesitated. 

" Well, sir. I am waiting." 

The fire of her glance dispelled the mist. 

" I am happy," I said courteously, '* to have been the 
innocent medium of its recovery." 

" A truce to politeness, sir. The packet ! " 

Hastily, while I marvelled inwardly at her impatience, 
I unfastened my doublet, and thrusting in my hand 
fumbled for the papers. My hand came through a rent 
the other side, and with a gasp of dismay I realised 
what a moment's sober reflection might have taught me 
to anticipate. The packet was gone ! Whether stolen 
or dropped in the awful crush I had experienced, I 
cared not. I had but to feel the torn lining of my 
doublet and I understood. I no longer had the 
packet. 

'* It is lost — I have lost it ! " I cried wildly. 
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" Lost it 1 " She flashed the words at me like light- 
ning, while the pupils of her eyes dilated, and with the 
fury of a tigress she sprang on me and gripped me. 
Then, as I shook her off, she drew back panting. 

" So, sir butcher. The tale was after all a lie — a lie 
to curry favour. I should have known better than to 
credit the fair speeches of a Viceroy's minion. You 
saved the packet, sir. In that I may believe you. And 
now you have it not. Nay, but your master has it. 
I have met spies before, sir, and your boldness does 
you honour. You did not think to have to deal with 
Claudia." 

She hissed at me a string of biting epithets with an 
unreasoning passion of which I hardly thought her 
capable. Stung to the quick by her injustice, my anger 
overmastered me. 

" You mistake, madam," I said sternly. " I know 
nothing of the packet save what I have told you. For 
your abuse, were you a man, you would repent it 
speedily. A spy, madam, is not wont to be punctilious. 
It is ill work wrangling with an angry woman, but this 
at least I would give you to understand at once. Not 
of my own will am I here, neither am I concerned 
with your conspiracies. I am a man of honour and 
no spy." 

She misread my gesture, for she flung a taunt at me 
hysterically. 

•'Codagora's dagger? Oh, worthy soldier, worthy 
of his steel ! To draw upon a woman ! Would you 
stab me here, or here, or here ? " 

She plucked at her gown and called me "spy" and 
" coward." My patience was at an end, and I strode 
forward and clasped her by the wrists. 

"Again I say that you mistake me, madam. Do I 
speak like a man who would do violence upon a 
woman ? Why do you thus misjudge me ? Have 
I robbed ? Have I murdered ? Have I proved myself 
a spy or coward ? Have I committed any of those 
nameless crimes which you and yours impute to me ? 
By the soul in my body, madam, I begin to fancy that 
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I must have taken leave of my senses. A plague upon 
your packets and your plottings. Between the Cardinal 
and the lazzaroni and your madcap company there 
scarce seems room for an honest soldier of fortune like 
myself. I have but leapt from the frying-pan into the 
fire. Distrusted by His Eminence because I sympathise 
with the oppressed, distrusted by the oppressed because 
I wear the uniform of the oppressor! Heavens, 
madam ! Did I say uniform ? I have been nigh torn 
to pieces by your precious rabble. These scanty 
remnants of my finery may not be dignified by the 
name of uniform. And here I stand a very tatter- 
demalion in my rags, and forsooth am greeted with 
nought but passionate words because it so happens I 
have lost a packet. Madam, it was my life I had to 
think of, not the packet. Small wonder if I dropped it. 
Had you been buffeted in such rude fashion, you had 
piped another tune than that of packet. Nay, madam, 
even though I had it, which I have not, how would you 
have me know that it is not you that are the traitor ? 
I too have met spies before, and am not to be beguiled 
with noisy speeches. It was indeed a packet that I 
saved, but whose ? " 

She had broken from me and, swaying her body from 
the hips, was facing me with downcast eyelids. 

** Whose ? " she said tremulously. " Whose ? " And 
suddenly her voice was firmer. "Signore, you trifle 
with matters which are outside your ken. Within 
that packet lies more than the life and death of my own 
comrades. Mark my words, sir. At this very moment 
the Viceroy of Naples, your master, is a powerless 
fugitive in the convent of San Luigi. The Palace is 
in possession of the populace, the houses of the* 
renegade nobility in flames. Of your German body- 
guard, but one survivor with the exception of yourself 
remains, and it was through my instrumentality that 
he was saved. You need not start, sir. I know what 
you would ask me. The man whom I rescued was 
your friend." 

Hardly believing my ears, I listened to, this strange, 
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fierce, melting woman who had burst so suddenly into 
my life. Thankfulness chased horror, dread of what 
was next to come mingled with gratitude within me. 
I tingled on the tiptoe of expectancy. 

"To-night," she went on without a pause, and her 
voice was monotonous and dull, '' to-night the Spaniards 
have lost the fairest jewel in their crown, for Masa- 
niello rules as captain-general of the people. Liberty 
— that liberty for which both I and mine have striven 
through the changing years — has dawned at last. 
Henceforth the citizens of Naples shall be free. The 
rivers of plenty shall overflow their banks, and the 
abundance of the earth jrield its rich harvest to the 
poor and hungry. The garden of the world shall be 
once more a garden and the face of the wilderness be 
altered. The right to live, to enjoy, to reap the fruits 
of labour : these things have we won and plotted for. 
We are no common conspirators. Let it be Spain 
that rules, or France, or Naples ; Philip the king, or 
Mazarin, or Masaniello. We are not concerned with 
things of state or politics. But if it so be that in our 
weakness we may not hope to stand alone, let the power 
that shelters us be quick to temper mercy with discre- 
tion. We are not slaves but Neapolitans, and we ask 
no more than justice." 

Her hands were folded on her bosom, and her head 
was bent. Slowly she raised herself, and her eyes 
sparkled and a new animation came upon her. 

"Signore," she said, "the Spaniards have forfeited 
their trust. We have appealed to Mazarin." 

A sudden light broke on me. 

"The packet!" I gasped. "The packet tfien 
was " 

"The packet," she cried swiftly, "contains the 
secret correspondence of Mazarin with my brother. 
It contains instructions for the peaceful handing over 
of the city. It contains the movements of the French 
fleet and the date of its arrival in the Bay of Naples. 
It contains the preconcerted signal by which the French 
commander may be warned of the success or failure 
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of the insurrection. Nay, more than these things, it 
contains the royal sign-manual of Louis, pledging his 
kingly word to the upholding of our liberties." 

She drew in a deep breath and ran on rapidly, her 
words tumbling one upon the other. 

"Mazarin attaches but a single condition to his 
promises : that the surrender shall be voluntary and 
in the name of the people of the city. The first blow 
must be and has been struck by us: not until the 
downfall of the Spaniards is assured will the French 
assume the r61e of our protectors. Signore, while the 
iron was hot we struck. The Festa in the market- 
place, the increase of the gabelle, the influence of 
Masaniello : such a chance might not again have offered. 
But we have struck too early : not for ten days yet shall 
we behold the Frenchmen in the Bay. We must gain 
time, temporise, hold the Viceroy hostage, till our 
schemes are ripe. The nobles have fled, the Duke of 
Arcos is a prisoner, the Spanish troops in Lombardy. 
We have none to fear except the Cardinal, the 
treacherous prelate in his spiritual panoply, before 
whom the deluded populace bows down in superstitious 
adoration. Signore, in the Cardinal lies our real 
danger; before the thunders of his excommunication 
we are powerless ; Masaniello himself reveres him next 
to God ; he has but to lift a hand and we are lost. Yet 
also in the Cardinal lies our sole chance of safety, for 
popularity is to him as the breath of his own nostrils. 
So long as he believes that the insurrection is but a 
transient one, the righteous indignation of the people 
against the oppression of the taxes, so long he will do 
nothing, bask in the sunshine of his popularity, take 
credit to himself for the remission of the burdens. But 
again, the Cardinal is in the pay of Spain, ambitious of 
Spanish influence to secure the Papacy. Should he 
suspect the truth, should the packet fall into his hands ! 
Signore, he suspects already. The mysterious assailant 
from whom you delivered us in the Toscana was none 
other than the Cardinal in person. But without proof 
he will not stir. The packet ! It is the packet which 
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will make or mar our freedom. Now you see, signore, 
whether or not I trust you ! " 

She flung her head back breathless and gazed at me 
defiantly. 

Stung as was my curiosity at this extraordinary 
recital, I contrived to seem unmoved, and stared back 
at her coldly. 

" Madam," I said, '* why have you told me this ? " 

" Why ? " She hurled the words from her lips with 
startling emphasis. ''Why? Because you said that 
you were an honest man. Because you spoke of your 
sympathy with the oppressed. Because you prated of 
your honour and your scruples. Why? Because I 
have watched your career since the day on which you 
landed in this city. Does that strike home, sir! 
Because I can see at a glance what manner of man 
you are. Because by my taunts I have aroused you 
to a true declaration of your character. Because God 
fashioned you for nobler ends than to wear the blood- 
stained livery of a Viceroy's butcher. I am a woman, 
sir, and I have eyes in my head, and I can use them." 

I strove to find words and could not. Yet I must 
have stammered something, for she caught me up 
shortly, and, with a choke in her voice, part anger and 
part laughter — 

"You are tongue-tied, signore. Nay, nay, I have 
misjudged you. Go your way, then. You have your 
liberty. Perchance His Corpulence may still have uses 
for you. I must about that business of the packet." 

She moved towards the entrance, detaching a torch 
from the socket in which it rested. But I was myself 
again, and reached the door before her. 

"A moment," I cried — "a moment. Let me think." 

In a long vista I seemed to see the shadows of 
the past behind me and the dim wrecked fortunes 
of the future. Go! It was easy to say go. But 
whither? I stood out as a marked man among the 
populace. At one fell blow my career in the Guard had 
shrivelled up to nothingness. I could not, if I would, 
rejoin the Viceroy. Duty, allegiance, had become but 
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empty words. The paramount influence was now the 
Cardinal and, with the Cardinal, Ercole. The recol- 
lection of the bastard sent my senses jumping, stripped 
my soul bare of all but thought of vengeance. The 
words of Donna Claudia seemed to prey upon my 
memory. Why not? Why not? I was an outcast 
upon earth. 

With flushed cheeks and quivering hands I looked 
up at Donna Claudia. 

"Though you be an angel of grace preaching the 
devil's own creed, I could not find it in my heart to go 
against you." 

She was leaning against the lintel of the door with a 
demure smile upon her lips. 

" You have decided, signore ? " 

" I will join you," I said simply. 

She gave a little cry of joy, and, womanlike, the tears 
welled up within her eyes. 

"I knew it," she cried gleefully. "I knew it from 
the first." 



CHAPTER XII 

A GAME WITH MUZIO 

I SAT beneath the pergola of the quaint rustic inn 
within earshot of the trickling spring from which the 
exquisite spot derives its name of L'Acqua della 
Bufola. The citron and jasmine and orange bloomed 
around me, and the groves of long-leaved olives were 
crowded with small creatures in the full enjoyment of 
life and warmth. The steep slope was terraced here 
and there in patches of ground planted with fruit trees, 
and at its foot slept the sea, calm and blue, skirted with 
long headlands gay with battlements and painted villas, 
and lined at the water's edge with sober beeches or with 
brilliant vineyards. A wide bay in the form of a crescent 
— a spacious plain in which a great city can expand 
itself — the ridges of the hills drawing nearer and nearer 
to the sea — in some places with soft luxuriantly over- 
grown declivities, in others with sharp jutting promon- 
tories. Then suddenly masses of rock appear to cut off 
all connection with the world lying beyond them, with 
those famous countries of the Grecian mythology and 
those days of the earliest traces of union between the 
East and West : so that the hand of man, availing itself 
of the guidance of Nature, could now open a subter- 
ranean passage, now level a crag, in the view of sea 
and islands and coasts which, all bright, all radiant, all 
instinct with life and motion, form one of the most 
enchanting highways of the earth. From the Capo di 
Miseno to the Punta della Campanella, how glorious a 
panorama is unfolded. Immediately below us, even to 
the tongue of land whence the bosom of the Baian Sea 
is dimly visible, run the gilded and marble villas of the 
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great Between gardens and groups of trees lay par- 
celled out the houses, from the palaces of the princes 
of Sanseverino and Conca in the distance to the tower 
where the road to the grotto separates from that which 
leads to the long and straggling suburb of the Mergellina. 
One villa succeeds another, some upon the shore, some 
built upon the ridges of the hill, the possessions of the 
Pignatelli, of the family of Carafa of Maddaloni, of the 
Caetani of Caserta, and of many others. Little brooks 
and rippling streams, half hidden by the tangled thickets, 
and turned from their courses by the mossy rocks, flow 
down from the ravines as joyful and clear as in the old 
time when each was the care of some protecting nymph 
or rural god. In the waters of the placid bay are reflected 
the shadows of the hills and the tremulous shimmer of 
the waving woods. 

The eye wanders further aiSeld and lingers upon the 
rugged earthquake-shattered Isle of Ischia, and returns 
to fasten upon the tiny islet of Nisida, separated only 
by a small arm of the sea from the point of Posilipo, 
where the round tower gleams like a burnished globe in 
the strong vivid sunlight. At the end of the Mergellina, 
in the midst of the overhanging masses of tufa, nestles 
the tomb of Virgil — Virgil the poet, the magician, who, 
according to the legend of the city, erected the Castel 
deir Ovo upon an egg for sole foundation, decreeing 
that the stability of that fortress in the sea should be 
for ever coincident with the prosperity of Naples. In 
the distance upon the blue expanse and guarding the 
entrance to the Bay lies Capri, a sea-girt Paradise set 
like a dazzling jewel in the mystic waterway. Upon 
the mainland are boundless gardens studded with white 
shining villages peeping out of the green enamel of the 
chestnut woods, and, most beautiful of all in the en- 
chanting picture, rising rough-hewn above Torre dell' 
Annunziata, the irregular slope of Mount Vesuvius, from 
the crater of which a slender thread of smoke is mingling 
with the unruffled azure of the heavens. 

Long and earnestly I gazed upon the prospect, ab- 
sorbed in contemplation of its beauty, hardly venturing 
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to utter sound lest mortal voice should mar its witchery. 
I had fallen a victim to its seductiveness as surely as if 
no trace of trouble had ever swept across my path. 
Yet how great a change had four-and-twenty hours 
wrought in me. Yesterday a lieutenant in the Viceroy's 
bodyguard, to-day enrolled as a member of the Company 
of Death : it seemed almost as if I had lived and died 
and been reborn. The fantastic ceremony of initiation 
which I had undergone that morning threw a veil over 
my past and transformed my very outlook upon life. 

"In the name of God and for the furtherance of 
freedom " 

Of a sudden the words were once more ringing in 
my ears, and reflected on the surface of the water the 
shadow shapes were circling, each one with naked blade 
and rhythmic gesture as he joined in the long wailing 
Chant of Liberty. Freedom had claimed me for her 
own. No longer in the thrall of tyranny, new possi- 
bilities, new vistas, opened out before me. I was as 
a man dead, as one who being dead yet lives, while 
the soul creeps back to consciousness after hours of 
wrestling with the devils which possessed it. La 
Compagnia della Morte, the Company of Death ! A 
deeper meaning lurked beneath the title now that I 
found myself upon the threshold of the future. I was 
dead, dead if you will, but only to the past with all its 
fears and its anxieties — dead, but with the promise of a 
glorious resurrection when in an hour's time my new 
companions would return and claim me. Henceforth, 
let the years bring what they would, I was by instinctive 
election on the right side of life. 

Nor was it merely my inward self which had thus 
altered, for my personal appearance had likewise under- 
gone transfiguration. A borrowed garment here, another 
there, and few would have known in me the dashing 
young lieutenant of the bodyguard. In a patched and 
faded cherry-coloured doublet, with a gay feather in my 
cap and a starched ruff about my neck, a jewel-hilted 
dagger peeping from my gold-embroidered belt, my 
shapely limbs encased in threadworn silken hose, my 
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feet resplendent with new silver buckles, and a green- 
lined cloak of costly material, wrought with cunning 
devices in fine needlework — this the gift of II Signore — 
carelessly suspended from my shoulders, I presented as 
odd a mixture of frippery and tatters as a man might 
hope to encounter in a journey from Fiesole to Calabria. 
I was changed, changed bodily and mentally to the 
verge of ludicrousness, changed to such a degree that 
as my eyes wavered between hose and seascape, between 
the extravagant folds of my embroidered mantle and the 
dim outlines of the distant hills, I chuckled audibly in 
merriment. 

'* Body of a dog ! " I cried, for I had caught the in- 
fection of the fantastic catchword. "What topsy- 
turvydom is this that has come over me. A von 
Striedbeck decked out like some barbarian, a lieutenant 
of His Excellency dreaming poetry instead of murder." 
And spreading my arms to the breeze as the lines 
of Luigi Tansillo, the Neapolitan poet, ran into my 
memory, I clamoured out uproariously — 

" Now that my wings are spread to my desire, 
Wider to wind these pinions I expand, 
And earth disdain and higher mount and higher." 

There was a rustle of the leaves behind, and a thin 
piping voice caught up the verse and finished it — 

" Yet hear I my own heart that pleading cries, 
Stay, madman. Whither art thou bound ? Descend I 
Ruin is ready Rashness to chastise." 

" High-flown thoughts, signore, high-flown thoughts ! 
The soul of a poet, eh ? And carried away by the 
glamour of these fair surroundings ? When you have 
finished with the clouds, poet, cast your eyes yonder 
and attune your rhyme to poor humanity. Was ever a 
garden which had not its serpent ? " 

Turning in some confusion I found beside me a lean, 
cadaverous old man, wrapped in a loose gown of velvet 
with a trimming of spotted fur about its edges. His 
deep-set eyes were peering beyond me to the distance, 
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and following his gaze I saw that a bright tongue of 
flame was shooting from the centre of the city. 

"Lofty thoughts, signore! Goodwill towards men 
and all the rest of it. How goes the jargon ? And 
over yonder fire and bloodshed and an angry people. 
Doubtless, poet, you are an advocate of freedom ? " 

I looked down at the city, and despite myself I 
shuddered, for the beautiful prospect seemed to have 
darkened suddenly. With a mirthless croak the old 
man laid a skinny hand upon me. 

" What are we but sedition ? — like this poor Naples, 
faction against faction within ourselves, every piece 
playing every moment its own game, with as much 
difference between us and ourselves as between our- 
selves and others. Whoever will look narrowly into 
his own bosom will hardly find himself twice in the 
same condition. One grows familiar with all strange 
things by time. But the more I frequent myself and 
the better I know myself, the less do I understand 
myself. If others would consider themselves as I do, 
they would find themselves full of caprice. Those who 
are not aware of it have the better bargain. And yet I 
know not whether they have or no." 

He rambled on in this melancholy fashion, and at the 
finish, still detaining me, bade me once more look down 
upon the city. Smiling and peaceful in the dazzling 
sunlight, churches and palaces and squares and streets 
unrolled themselves below the nut-walks of the over- 
hanging heights. Spires and house-tops glistened, the 
various works of many ages falling harmoniously to- 
gether, adding the final grace of a rich softness to the 
complex expression of the picture. Framed amid cliflfs 
and verdure, sparkling with marble monuments and 
fountains, and beyond, the strand washed by the waves 
where the fishing-boats are drawn up on the shore, the 
continual inexhaustible fulness of this Southern nature 
with all its brilliancy and warmth and glow of colour 
should have been redolent of contentment and pros- 
perity. Yet where I stood and gazed into the very 
heart of the inner town, the dull murmur of rebellion 
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reached my ears, and round the bronze memorial of 
King Charles, long since bereft by some nocturnal 
depredation of its sword and dagger, as if to emphasise 
that these were useless to the weak rulers of Spain and 
Sicily, I could see where a half-naked mob danced 
wildly round a bonfire, and borne upon the breeze, 
faint yet distinct and unmistakable, could hear a wail- 
ing scream of mortal agony. 

*' Liberty in the abstract, poet? Or is it freedom 
in reality that your wisdom hankers after? For as 
Democritus by the mouth of Cicero has told us : Quod 
est ante pedes^ nemo spectat ; coeli scrutantur plagas. 
Is your mind made up, my star-gazer ? Or will you, 
descending yet again to earth, consider quietly the 
blandishments of painter-folk and observe what pitfalls 
lie before you ? Perchance a skilful player in his con- 
fidence may come to overlook the weak move in his 
attack, and the benignant Queen of Liberty be lost in 
the very hope of certain victory. And if the skilful 
player, what of the painter-brotherhood, signore ? Is 
there not a Cardinal in Naples? I have heard that 
some fine players much prefer a Bishop to a Knight. 
When the Knight is driven to withdraw, he no longer 
exercises influence upon the Pawns; the Bishop may 
withdraw and still control them. You look uneasy, sir ; 
I see you take me. Who may say whether at the end 
Freedom will not be as far off as it was in the begin- 
ning, and a handful of ashes remain as sole memento of 
your efforts ? The people burn and kill and clamour ; 
are you sure that in their frenzy they have not already 
forgotten the ideal for which they fight ? The manage- 
ment of the Pawns upon the chess-board is rarely under- 
stood by amateurs. And the Pawns — this wretched 
populace, signore, whom your bungling conspirators 
think of so small consequence — are as it were the soul 
of the entire game." 

"I perceive," I said hastily, as much for the sake 
of saying something as in the hope of abating his 
garrulity, "I perceive that I have to do with a 
philosopher." 
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He waved his hand in deprecating fashion and took 
up the parable afresh. 

"The term philosopher," he began, "admits of a wide 
variety of application. If I study life from the stand- 
point of philosophy, it is because I study life upon the 
chess-board." And with a little bow he added : " Sig- 
nore, I am Muzio d'Alessandro." 

It would be difficult for me to describe my feelings at 
this simple announcement, for in those days when chess 
was still the favourite pastime among men of quality — 
and the loss of its vogue among us I can scarcely regard 
as other than a merely transient caprice of fortune — in 
those days, I say, when monarch and noble aUke did 
not disdain to win their lesser laurels in the mimic 
warfare, the name of Muzio was honoured, and the 
adroitness of his combinations held up for admiration 
throughout the length and breadth of Western Europe. 
This then was the famous veteran, now alas no longer in 
his prime, but still unbeaten since that memorable game, 
in which, after a contest lasting seven hours, he van- 
quished Don Geronimo Cascio, the Sicilian, who till 
then had found himself without a rival. In an instant 
my growing irritation at his loquacity had vanished, and 
cap in hand I paid my homage to true genius. At my 
action a look of pleasure overspread his wrinkled coun- 
tenance, and with a kindly word or two he checked the 
stammered thoughts with which I endeavoured to give 
value to my sentiments. 

" I am an old man now, signore, and I fear that my 
brain may have forgotten somewhat of its cunning. 
Yet if you would so far honour me, I might explain that 
same philosophy of mine in practice." 

For a moment I failed to understand him. Then I 
flushed to the roots of my hair. 

"With me, sir?" I exclaimed confusedly. "You 
would play chess with me ? " 

"And why not, poet?" he smiled back. "It is 
a lovely morning, and you do ill to waste it in cry- 
ing rhapsodies to clouds. Besides, I hope to show 
you " 
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He paused and his eyes twinkled. 

'* Ercole ! " he called, and as I gave a start of con- 
sternation, "Nay, nay, signore, it is but my lackey. 
We will leave the Bishop until later." 

I stepped from him a trifle shamefacedly, while, rub- 
bing his hands in evident amusement at the jest, he 
called to the man to bring a chess-board. 

" The Bishop in chess, signore," he chuckled, as he 
fumbled with the pieces, *'or the Cardinal in life. Both 
strike at a distance and with safety if the Pawns have 
been neglected." 

And so saying he moved his King's Pawn forward 
and the game commenced. 

That I should have been thus honoured in playing 
chess with Muzio will ever linger among my prouder 
memories, for in those days it will be easily understood 
that I had by no means attained to any such proficiency 
as the kindness of my friends has since attributed to me. 
We played very slowly and in perfect silence, but I can 
have presented no other than a sorry front before the 
masterly tactics of my adversary. Indeed, bearing his 
words in mind, and advancing my Pawns at the outset 
upon his Knight, I was vain enough to suppose that my 
capture of that piece upon the fifth move — he castling in 
seeming inattention to its danger — had by some strange 
oversight upon his part placed an unlooked-for advan- 
tage in my grasp. It were needless for me to add 
with what mock gravity the famous veteran contrived to 
disabuse me. Let me be content to plead that it was 
my first acquaintance with the celebrated gambit which 
now bears his name. In the face of the strong and 
enduring attack which resulted from that sacrifice I 
was worse than powerless. Every succeeding move 
but tightened the coils about me. 

I was still hesitating over a predicament, when look- 
ing up I beheld Donna Claudia beside me. 

"My congratulations, signore," she cried merrily. 
"Of a truth the chrysalis of yesterday gave little 
promise of so fine a butterfly," 

" Borrowed plumage lasts the longest," said I with a 
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smile, deploying one of my embarrassed pieces. " How 
goes it with the Brotherhood ? " 

She shrugged her shoulders in comic despair, and 
pointed laughingly to Muzio. 

" Alas, signore, I fear me that my message will but 
fall upon deaf ears. It would be too much to expect 
Don Muzio to release you in the very throes of combat. 
Yet there are great doings in the city, and it were ill to 
miss them." 

" The Viceroy ? " I asked, making a foolish move in 
my excitement. My opponent had wedged my King 
behind my Queen and the end was imminent. 

"The Viceroy and Masaniello are in parley at the 
Convent of San Luigi. The Cardinal " 

Muzio rose from his seat and his thin lips pursed 
themselves into a pucker. 

"The Cardinal," he interrupted. "Ay, the Car- 
dinal " — they were the first words he had spoken since 
we started playing. "Signore, I need not detain you 
from the Cardinal. You should practise yourself in the 
manipulation of the Pawns. It is strange, is it not? 
Behold, I mate you with the Bishop." 



CHAPTER XIII 

THE CONVENT OF SAN LUIGI 

"If life indeed were but a game of chess/' sighed 
Donna Claudia, as we picked our way along the smiling 
hilltop, " why then old Muzio mouthing his philosophy 
were a better judge of men than Masaniello. But seeing 
that the pieces are not less flesh and blood than is the 
player, methinks that chess-lore may well be of smaller 
value to a leader than that poor trifling spark of human 
nature which gives him a hold upon his followers. 
Your philosophers, signore, know all things — and ac- 
complish nothing." 

" And your Masaniello ? " I queried, for the words of 
Muzio had sunk more deeply into my mind than just 
then I would have cared in some ways to acknowledge. 
" It is upon him then that you depend entirely for the 
management of those puppets whom your brave words 
have stirred to action. What if the people prove un- 
manageable and turning upon you in the end convert 
your dream of freedom into nothing better than a mob- 
rule tyranny. Liberty, madam, spells to live and let 
live : and the lazzaroni are not the only citizens of 
Naples." 

She gave me a keen glance before replying, and her 
colour heightened. 

'* It is easy to see, signore, that you have but a poor 
acquaintance with the character of Masaniello." 

"Yet one that came near to costing me my life," I 
answered, looking back at her. And I broke out 
abruptly: "Tell me. This fisher-lad " 

" He is the Captain-General of the people." 

" That I know," said I. " But earlier ? " 

xao 
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She dropped me a little curtsey and ran on a pace in 
front of me. 

" Domandar chi nacque prtnuiy Vuovo o la gallina^* 
she cried mockingly. " It was not I but Salvatore who 
chose him for our purpose. If he be a fisherman, what 
matters it ? He is new to the work yet ; but wait, sir, 
until to-morrow. Never have I known Salvatore to err 
in his estimate of men. Nay, why until to-morrow ? 
We have but to hasten on to the Piazza. Come, 
signore, come.'' 

She fled swiftly down the path, calling upon me to 
follow. At the foot of the irregular and narrow track I 
overtook her, but not another word would she vouchsafe 
me in answer to my questioning, nor did we slacken 
speed again until the city gates rose up before us. 

Revolution grim and earnest stalked the streets of 
Naples, in terrible contrast to the peaceful countryside : 
revolution with cries and shouts of bestial delight as the 
mob dragged forth the tapestries and silver flagons 
and carved furniture. Half-clad wretches, their bare 
limbs flecked with bloodstains, strutted about with 
jewelled caps upon their heads, or with silken gowns 
girt round their loins and trailing on the ground behind 
them. Casks of choice wine had been rolled out from 
the cellars, and starving groups of men and women, 
goblet in hand, were draining vintages which had been 
laid aside for noble guests. Others with joints of meat 
upon the ends of their rude pikes held them up to the 
blaze and tore at them ravenously with their teeth. The 
air was heavy with heat and full of the pungent whiff" of 
burning wood. 

Still we held on, swerving neither to the right nor 
to the left, heedless of the clamour and hoarse shouts 
which greeted us. Once only Donna Claudia paused, 
and that was when some besotted knave so far forgot 
himself as to cry out a foul epithet upon her. In a 
trice she turned and cuffing him soundly for a drunken 
swine, brought down upon him the noisy laughter of his 
fellows. 

"There will be work and to spare for Masaniello," 
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she said with her breast heaving as we passed onward. 
" Like children, these people need the rod. See there, 
signore." 

By the side of the roadway two of the lazzaroni were 
disputing with knives the possession of a diamond 
necklet which glittered on the ground between them. 
Even as I looked, one stabbed the other to the heart, 
and falling with him in an ecstasy of savagery dealt 
blow after blow upon the body, the while he lacerated 
the miserable victim with his teeth. He raised his 
crimson mouth and howled at us like a dog. 

Donna Claudia said not a word, but pressed on 
rapidly. We turned the corner and she pointed with 
her hand before us. 

" Could those walls speak, signore, they might re- 
mind you that never yet was freedom won save at the 
cost of license and of bloodshed. Our citizens are new 
to liberty. Nay, you yourself are new to liberty — 
and new to Naples. You know the history of the 
convent ? " 

Midway between the two opposing clamours — the 
dull roar of the multitude below, the single sharp 
discordant cries behind — we paused upon the summit 
of the street in silence, and gazed reflectively upon the 
turbulent scene which had changed the face of the 
historic square and added a further revolution to its 
bloodstained record of disturbance* 

In itself a relic of the Angevins, after whose expulsion, 
from being the dwelling of the French family of D'Um- 
fraville it was turned for a while into a Court of Justice, 
later a palace of the Pignatelli, and now quite recently 
transformed into a monastic foundation under Spanish 
auspices, the Convent of San Luigi, with its frequent 
vicissitudes of fortune, constitutes, as it were, a silent 
epitome of the whole history of Naples. Under the roof 
above the portal, still faintly to be discerned amid the 
genii and emblems, are sculptured the arms of its 
possessors in Angevin times — gules, sem6e of crosslets 
flory, and a cinquefoil, or : and to these, carved here and 
there above the windows, successive generations have 
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added the three sable broth-pots of the Pignatelli, and 
in massive relief above the inner gateway side by side 
in close proximity the horse of Naples and the Imperial 
eagle of the Emperor Charles the Fifth, as though to 
illustrate heraldically for the benefit of posterity the 
varying ownership of the former palace. The exterior 
of the old building is severe and heavy, and wanting in 
architectural beauty. Under the influence of time an 
atmosphere of neglect and desolation has gradually 
pervaded it, until the edifice has slowly assumed the 
aspect less of a palace than of some frowning prison. 
Now spoilt by wind and weather, now wantonly de- 
faced and damaged — not deserted, for a hundred in- 
habitants have taken up their quarters in it — the old and 
brilliant mode of life has vanished — the armed porters, 
the running footmen, the gilt carriages with the richly 
caparisoned horses, the numberless servants in em- 
broidered liveries. It is a palace the proprietors of 
which have long forsaken it. 

If we ascend the staircase, we look upon the piano 
nobtley and gather a dim reflection of its faded glories 
amid the lofty apartments now divided into cells for the 
use of the monastic brethren. The great saloon in the 
middle of these rooms is little altered. It has two 
floors, such as may frequently be seen in Italy; a 
gallery above the high windows, with gilt carved work 
and open parapet, surrounds the walls, and the upper 
part is lighted upon two sides by two small casements. 
A gigantic painting covers the whole of the ceiling, 
representing King Alphonso's solemn entrance into 
Naples. You see the town and its neighbourhood, 
with Vesuvius and the shores of Portici ; the King of 
Aragon with his suite and army riding on ; at the gate 
of the Church of the Carmelites he is received by the 
deputies of the town and many knights and citizens. 
Adorned by the hand of Francesco di Maria, this 
vaulted roof is supported by painted Caryatides, whilst 
ornamental arches connect it with the gallery. Adjoin- 
ing the saloon is a large terrace with a loggia orna- 
mented with marble pillars, on the sides two fountains, 
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one with a Neptune, the other with an Anadyomene ; 
near them several sculptures, Roman busts, and deco- 
rative shellwork. In the remaining parts of the great 
house, every trace of splendour has disappeared. Only 
in one of the rooms are hung the faded portraits of all 
the Viceroys who have governed the kingdom since the 
times of Ferdinand the Catholic. 

Such was the Convent of San Luigi, the present 
refuge of His Excellency the Duke of Arcos. Totally 
unnerved by the narrowness of his escape, he had spent 
the night before the altar in the chapel, almost within 
earshot of the howling populace which shrieked outside 
in the piazza, clinging in frenzied terror to the belief 
that in that sacred place alone could he secure immunity 
from the threatened consequences of his folly. Aroused 
at last to a full sense of his position, his habitual 
lethargy had but intensified itself, seeming to deprive 
him of all thought of needful action. Deserted by his 
adherents, robbed at one blow of his authority, a 
prisoner without means of force at his disposal, who 
may wonder if at first sight, even to the practised sang- 
froid of von Reinhold, the situation of His Excellency 
admitted of no other solution than unconditional sur- 
render. Yet night brought morning, and with the early 
hours, as overwrought nature found relief in slumber, 
one of those changes came over the spirit of the Viceroy 
which throw into relief the underlying obstinacy of out- 
wardly weak characters. Reassured as to his safety — 
and, indeed, the convent might have stood a fortnight's 
siege ere the rabble could have hoped to penetrate 
through more than the first line of its defences — he 
retired to. the loggia which stretched beyond the great 
saloon, and there summoned to his presence the Greneral 
and the Provincial of the Order. 

Seated upon a kind of throne, which had been hastily 
draped for his accommodation, he bade von Reinhold 
stand behind his chair, and with a clumsy effort after 
cheerfulness responded to the greeting of the priests 
before him. 

** Thank you, yes, I feel a little better to-day, 
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strangely enough. No doubt the decoction of pigeon's 
blood which you prepared for me has eased my stomach. 
After the shock of yesterday I did not expect to be so 
invigorated. Perhaps excitement may be good for me. 
But I fear that the improvement will be only tem- 
porary." He looked up hastily. "You are certain 
that there is no danger?" 

" Your Excellency may rest assured that for the time 
at least you are in safety." 

" Well. Well. I am sorry that there should be so 
much disturbance in the city. Advantage has been 
taken of my ill-health to place me in a false position." 
And he endeavoured to assume an attitude of dignity. 
" I have been kept in the dark as to what was hap- 
pening. Why should the people want to murder me ? 
Am I not their Viceroy? I have been weak, too 
weak. But I am better to-day, and I have been 
thinking over things. If you will tell some one to 
bring me a glass of wine, I will give my orders. 
The situation is intolerable, and I cannot continue 
to endure it." 

He pulled himself upright in his seat, and spoke with 
a decision which surprised his hearers. 

" If the people have any reasonable grievances, I am 
prepared to listen to them. Let them appoint a repre- 
sentative, and I will accord him an interview. But this 
battering at the gates must cease. You will be so good 
as to deliver my message to the populace, and you will 
add, that if they only disperse quietly, I will remit the 
punishment that they have merited. Further, that they 
must surrender their leader to my justice. I will then 
consider their demands and give my answer." He sank 
back in his chair and panted heavily. " I have always 
tried to be good to them," he murmured. ''Why should 
they repay me with ingratitude ? My heart feels oddly 
again. I fear that I may be about to have a spasm." 
And he drained the goblet with a splutter and sat 
huddled. 

The sleek face of the Provincial was a study in 
^rplexity. Behind the throne von Reinhold choked 



126 The Company of Death 

down a laugh with difficulty. The pause threatened 
to become embarrassing when, with a deprecating 
gesture, the General of the Order stepped forward 
to the rescue. 

** May it please your Excellency," he said mildly, " I 
would venture to submit — I do so with all deference — 
that the situation is too serious to altogether ensure the 
success of the somewhat heroic measure which your 
Excellency contemplates. If your Excellency could be 
persuaded to ascend to the summit of the tower, you 
would perceive that the lazzaroni are just at present in 
no very fitting mood for argument. It may be doubted 
whether the proposal that they should surrender their, 
leader would harmonise with their ambitions at thi^ 
crisis. I speak always with the utmost deference.^ 
Perhaps some trifling concession on the part of your 
Excellency might rather commend itself as a better 
preliminary to mediation. To surrender, your Excel- 
lency, is not necessarily " 

The Viceroy seemed to be swelling in his seat. His 
visage was empurpled, and he flapped at the empty air 
before him. 

" Surrender ! You are going to surrender me, your 
Viceroy, to the mercy of these abandoned wretches ! " 

The hands of the General were lifted up in protest. 
The muscles of his mouth twitched not, and he pre- 
served a demeanour of becoming gravity. 

" Your Excellency ! Your Excellency forgets himself. 
To one of my lineage, humble servant of the Almighty 
though I be, such words may not be used in jest or 
earnest. The honour of a Cabrera, like that pf a Ponce 
de Leone, stands on too high a plane to be impugned. 
Your Excellency forgets my sacred calling and my 
rank." ■ '■ ' 

He drew himself to his full height with, proud p 
tence of indignation. The Viceroy was blinking at hi: 
feebly. 

'* I am not well," he muttered. " I am afraid that 
said something which annoyed you." 

Stooping, the General caught his hand and kissed \ 
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" His Majesty's Viceroy has no more devoted servant 
than myself." 

His Excellency continued blinking without speaking. 
Then, with a return of animation, he sat upright. 

" In that case you will oblige me by doing what I tell 
you," he said irritably. 

The other exchanged a glance with the Provincial. 

" Your Excellency will believe me when I say that 
this Masaniello — this fisherman who leads the people — 
this half-witted fanatic who fears neither God nor man 
— ^will sink as rapidly as he has risen. Your Excellency 
has only to remain here for a few days until the violence 
of the mob has spent itself. If a trusty messenger be 
despatched to order the immediate recall of such troops 
as are available, the restoration of your Excellency's 
authority will be but a matter of a week or two." 

"And meanwhile," broke in von Reinhold with char- 
acteristic bluntness, " the city of Naples will be reduced 
to ashes." 

The Greneral ignored the interruption. 

"Your Excellency will readily understand that any 
message from you which might tend to infuriate the 
people would merely have the effect of redoubling their 
attack upon this convent. If, as a measure of necessity, 
your Excellency, pending the arrival of reinforcements, 
were to unconditionally submit to their demands and 
waive the question of inflicting punishment upon their 
leader, the attention of the populace, so long as the 
present frenzy may possess them, would doubtless be 
diverted from your Excellency to the Council of Notables, 
who will then be rightly held responsible for the recent 
unpopular increase in taxation. The diplomatic tact for 
which your Excellency's family has ever been note- 
worthy " 

" We have always been famous for our diplomacy," 
said the Duke, with a pleased look. " Perhaps if I were 
to take this matter into my own hands, I might be more 
likely to bring it to an issue. If my health had not been 
»so indifferent, I should no doubt have been able to stop 
tkis terrible affair at its commencement. But I have 
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been ill, more ill than people realise. You will take a 
glass of wine with me ? " 

The General bowed with a gleam of satisfaction. 

" Your Excellency will, I hope, consider my sugges- 
tion as to the advisability of a seeming surrender of 
the tax which is complained of. Strong as these walls 
are, and eager as are all of us to sacrifice our lives, if 
need be, in the interests of your Excellency's safety, 
resistance in our position may hardly expect to with- 
stand indefinitely any really organised attempt on the 
part of the rabble to effect an entrance. And in that 
case " 

"In that case," cried von Reinhold savagely, "the 
property of Holy Church would also be in danger. 
Your Excellency will pardon me if I interfere in this 
discussion. I say that we have had enough of priest- 
craft in this business. If the people are just in their 
demands, in Heaven's name grant them what they ask ; 
if unjust, why then these walls are strong enough to 
hold out until the tide turns in our favour. False pro- 
mises, your Excellency, never won fair battle. If there 
is to be peace in Naples, it will be born of plain dealing, 
not of lying." 

Provincial and General alike had advanced with threat- 
ening gesture, but ere they could stir a hand or utter 
sound, the Viceroy stood heavily upon his feet. 

" I cannot have this noise," he grumbled. " You are 
giving me a headache. Please go away, lieutenant." 
And lurching to the fountain near him, he gazed pen- 
sively at the statue which surmounted it. 

The General seized occasion by the forelock. 

"Your Excellency desires me to execute your 
orders ? " 

The Viceroy turned pompously, his hand upon his 
stomach. 

" I am a Ponce de Leone," he said, with cunning 
overmastering his lethargy. " Perhaps I will see what 
a little diplomacy may do. I feel that I could rest a 
while; you will not forget to kill a pigeon for me. 
Leave me, gentlemen." He drew his cloak about his 
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shoulders, leering strangely at them. ''You will not 
forget the pigeon." 

What reflections — the memory of what ancestors — 
passed through his mind during those two hours and 
more of solitary meditation, whether he slept or whether 
his brain wandered, who shall tell us? Si no va el 
Otero d Mahoma ! The thought may well have been with 
him, or was it merely the chance reference of the General 
to the diplomatic instincts of his family, flattery over- 
coming his habitual weakness ? Pride of race or con- 
sciousness of danger ? — the former if Capecelatro may 
be credited. Who knows ? And yet the fact remains 
that at the moment of the entrance of Donna Claudia 
and myself into the Piazza of San Luigi, His Excellency 
the Duke of Arcos faced the multitude in person upon 
the balcony above the gateway. As I am tempted to 
suppose, distrusting those around him, and still believ- 
ing himself to have been the victim of some base con- 
spiracy, he had jumped to the desperate resolution — 
engendered less of courage than of vanity — that by 
dealing with the insurrectionists directly he would be 
enabled not only to discomfit the nefarious designs of 
his advisers, but by his own persuasive eloquence to 
bring the people to submission. 

" My children ! " he was saying, as we pushed slowly 
to the forefront, and his voice, though quavering, was 
clearly audible. " I have been ill, so very ill. Indeed, 
my physicians have only kept me alive by artificial 
means. Your poor Viceroy has known how it feels to 
have death near him. Fortunately I am better to-day, 
and I have come to explain things to you. But I am 
not strong, and you must make allowances." 

The crowd was hushed with curious attention. His 
Excellency gulped down a mouthful of pigeon's blood 
and went on bravely. 

"You do not understand the difficulties with which 
I have to contend in order to procure the necessary 
tribute for my imperial master. There are so many 
expenses that I have to meet that I assure you I am 
frequently quite at a loss which way to turn for money. 

I 



130 The Company of Death 

And now that the King is at war with France the 
demand upon me is heavier than usual War, my 
children, is a costly burden, and you must be prepared 
to undergo your share of suffering with the other 
subjects of His Majesty. I think you will agree with 
me that under the circumstances I have not been an 
unkind Viceroy to you. I am no longer a young man, and 
my health is very indifferent — so indifferent that I have 
not been able to go amongst you as I wished to ; but 
it has always been my boast that I have acted like a 
father to my children." 

There was a howl from the crowd, but Masaniello 
swept round suddenly, and it died as quickly back into 
a murmur. 

" It is quite impossible to pay the tribute and carry 
on the work of Government without taxes," stammered 
His Excellency with a nervous movement. "If you 
find that the gabelle bear hardly on you, you must 
remember what you gain by the inestimable privilege 
of living under a settled administration. We have 
given you law and justice." 

"Justice!" called out a gruff voice, which I knew 
to be that of II Signore. " Ay, Spanish justice ! What 
of the eighteen thousand of us who have died by the 
hands of the hangman during the past ten years ! " 

" I did not think there had been so many criminals 
in Naples," wavered the Duke with a feeble attempt at 
wit, so that Masaniello was once more driven to inter- 
pose to quell the raging of the mob. "Perhaps they 
were foolish people who refused to pay the lawful 
taxes." 

^^Basta!'' shouted Donna Claudia by my side im- 
patiently. " Enough of his chattering corpulence. Give 
us the charter, and have done," 

But Masaniello's tones rang out above the uproar. 

" By the Sacred Head of San Gennaro, am I or am 
I not your Captain-General ! Keep silence there, and 
let the old man speak." And again as by a miracle 
the tumult dwindled. He cried up to the balcony as 
he beheld the temper of his followers. " This is no 
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time for trifling, Duke of Arcos. Say your say, and 
quickly." 

Alarmed at the failure of his witticism the Viceroy 
had retreated, and for the moment it seemed as though 
his new-bom courage had deserted him. Then he 
shambled forward tremblingly. 

" What is your will of me, good citizens ? " he said 
in sulky tones; and for all his shivering those who 
watched him knew that a deeper meaning and one 
nursed of cunning lay beneath his apparent change of 
attitude. 

" The tax on fruit ! " cried some one. And with that 
the square resounded with a mighty shouting. "And 
oil! And wine! And salt! And fish! Abolish the 
taxes! Restore to us the charter of the Emperor 
Charles the Fifth ! " 

For a brief second the Viceroy stood irresolute. '* I 
am not well," he murmured, and made as if to hasten 
through the window. But he returned as quickly, and 
grasping a goblet in his hand looked down upon the 
mob benevolently. 

" My children ! " he said. " If it be your will, I 
abolish from this moment the gabella on fruit." 

And on the instant some fool in the crowd plucked 
off his cap and started shouting: "Long live His 
Excellency ! Long live the Duke of Arcos ! " But by 
far the greater number like myself were silent in the 
cheering, and I saw that Masaniello flushed and shouted 
and checked himself and fell to playing with his dagger, 
and that Donna Claudia turned her back upon the 
balcony. 

The Viceroy was beaming with good-humour. 

" Thank you," he cried. " I hope you will now 
disperse and go home quietly." He paused and a 
look of craftiness was on his features. " I forgot 
to tell you there is one condition. It is only a small 
condition, but since you are my children, you must 
remember that children sometimes deserve a little 
pimishment, and I cannot have these terrible disturb- 
ances about my city. I am not angry now, but these 
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things are an insult to the King my master, and he 
will expect me to take notice of them. I am not going 
to punish you all, for I can see that you have been 
misled by some foolish firebrand amongst you. But 
if you want me to consider any further grievances — 
the charter, for example, which you spoke of — you will 
have to do something for your Viceroy in return. I 
shall require you to deliver up your leader to my 
justice, as a reward for all my goodness to you." He 
leered down fatuously upon the people. 

While a man might have counted half a score, the 
crowd seemed stupefied. Not one of us but grew 
hot and cold by turns, whilst a mist rose up before us 
and obscured our vision. Then suddenly a yell flew 
from our throats which sent the Viceroy cowering to 
shelter. 

'* Viva Masaniello ! Muioja il mal govemo .'" 

And even while the echo lingered some one flung 
a stone, and in a twinkling a shower of missiles had 
shivered the glass behind the Duke to fragments. With 
a shrill scream of mortal agony he flung himself head- 
long back into the convent. 

Donna Claudia was standing by me tense and 
motionless. 

"Let the old fool squawk," she muttered. "Sur- 
render Masaniello! Holy Mother! How long shall 
men continue to be governed by these Spaniards ! " 
A quiver shook her, and she gripped me by the arm 
so that I started. "The saints have mercy! What 
is this, signore ! " 

His brow streaming with perspiration and his shirt 
awry, Masaniello sprang out before the populace. 

"It is well. It is well that one man should die 
to save the people. Citizens of Naples, we have fought 
a good fight and we have conquered. The charter! 
The charter ! I surrender myself willingly for you and 
for your children." 

He battered clamouring upon the gate. "Let 
me live in your memories, my people. Ho, Duke of 
Arcos, I yield me to your justice that liberty may 
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come upon these my countrymen. A single life — and 
liberty." 

Quick as I was, Salvator Rosa reached him first and 
held him. 

"This is midsummer madness/' he bellowed. "This 
is folly. Body of a dog! If you take another step, 
I stab you. Your pledges, Maso, and your country ! 
The charter first and then the sacrifice ! " He grappled 
with him in the doorway, and I took up the cry and 
shouted : " We are no rebels. We want and need no 
pardon." 

There was an answering plaudit from the populace. 
With sudden revulsion Masaniello swayed and faltered. 

" My people ! " he cried brokenly. " My people ! " 
And dropping upon his knees, he tore from off his 
neck a square of linen with a picture of the Madonna 
worked upon it, and raised it to his lips and kissed it 
frantically. 

Carried away by my excitement I shook my fist up 
at the balcony. 

" Old fox ! " I shouted. " Give us first the charter. 
Men of Naples, it is not one tax only but a hundred. 
It is liberty we strive for and not promises. It is 
freedom, the freedom of the suffering and starving." 

"And who may you be, sir, that descant so glibly 
about freedom ? " said a stern voice quietly beside me. 
I turned and the vast assemblage had fallen on its 
knees. 

Unperceived by me, the Cardinal had entered the 
piazza. I heard the sound of a familiar lisp behind 
him. 

"Ah, the butcher!" said the bastard, with a laugh 
tinged with the ring of true amusement. 



CHAPTER XIV 

THE bishop's move 

The heart soon accustoms itself to that existence which 
is called living on a volcano, yet it is not too much to 
say that the spectacle of that hushed piazza burned 
itself upon my brain, so that for half, a minute I stood 
there like some clown irresolute, while my throat grew 
dry, and my tongue was struggling incoherently for 
utterance. A turbulent mob reduced in the very climax 
of its frenzy to such silence — silence so deep that when 
one knave let fall his dagger, the sound cracked like a 
pistol-shot : a sea of heads bent lowly, bloodstained, 
scarcely human faces moving their lips inaudibly with 
one accord in outward devotion as they knelt expectant 
of the benediction of His Eminence : Masaniello pros- 
trated humbly, his hand still clinging to his scapulary, 
his eyes aflame, his clothes torn and dishevelled : Sal- 
vator Rosa kneeling by him carelessly and casting a 
stealthy sidelong glance upon me: the Cardinal erect 
and dignified in his robe of scarlet, with an imperious 
frown upon his features : nearly concealed behind him, 
smiling with sunny impudence at my bewilderment, 
the popinjay figure of Ercole. Church had succeeded 
State; the Bishop had made his first move on the 
chess-board. 

" Well, sir ! " 

The tone more than the words destroyed the spell. 
As I too dropped to my knees, His Eminence raised his 
right hand slowly, so that the light caught up and played 
with the ring upon his finger. 

" Immutemur habitu^^ he thundered, " let us change 
our garments; in ashes and sackcloth let us fast 

'34 
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and lament before the Lord. Emendemus melius^ let 
us amend for the better, ne subito praeoccupati die 
mortisy quaeramus spatium poenitentiaCj et invenire 
non possimusy 

Then suddenly throwing aside all reserve, and with a 
rapidity of utterance and a torrent of eloquence which 
overwhelmed his hearers, he hurled the vengeance of 
the Church against those who were responsible for the 
licentious orgies in the city. 

" Are you for God or against God ! You do violence 
to God. You wound God and His Mother." 

He paused as if to watch the effect he had produced, 
and amidst the swaying of the excited crowd, and a 
half-stifled cry and murmur : " What ! Is Hell let 
loose among you, men of Naples ! Ay, you who but 
this moment have raised the hand of sacrilege against 
God's House, against this convent. Shall I deny 
the Sacrament to Naples until this evil thing be 
purged ! " 

A thrill ran through the multitude from end to end. 
Masaniello had hidden his face between his hands; 
Salvator Rosa was gazing straight before him with lips 
compressed, and a gentle twitching of his eyebrows. 
But I, with the devil in me, and forgetting all things, 
sprang up to my feet and shouted. 

'* Sacrilege ! " I cried. " In very truth a sacrilege ! 
That the House of God should offer refuge to a tyrant. 
Jlave we not bodies. Eminence, as well as souls ! 
Which is the greater sacrilege — to fling a stone against 
a stone or to starve God's human likeness ! " 

The eyes of the Cardinal breathed fire. Then see- 
ing that my outburst had passed almost unnoticed by 
the crowd — and indeed nothing short of an earthquake 
would have availed to arouse that mass of hanging 
heads — he controlled himself and waved me angrily aside. 
I heard a whisper from Salvator Rosa. ^^ Pazienzal 
Pazienza 1 Non tutti dormono quelli che hanno serrati 
gli occhil^ And my comrade motioned to me so 
that I took the hint and slunk back sulkily to my posi- 
tion. With a rapid glance in my direction the Cardinal 
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continued: the tone of his voice betrayed no sign of 
irritation. Sternly and impressively in ringing accents 
he exhorted the people to repentance. 

" I know," he concluded solemnly, and I saw that a 
tremor seemed to be shaking Salvator Rosa while he 
listened, ** I know, none better, that you have suffered 
grievously, my children, that a heavy burden has been 
laid upon you. The Church is not wont to close her 
breast to him who seeks refuge beneath her sacred 
cloak, and she will pardon you for having shaken from 
your necks the yoke of Tyranny. Let us give ourselves 
to Holy Church, and asking pardon for our great offences 
seek, without violence, through her the remedy for our 
oppressions." 

Sobbingly, tearfully, almost painfully, the crowd 
recited the prayer of humiliation after him. The 
Cardinal looked down upon the kneeling people sadly. 

'* I, Ascanio, Cardinal Archbishop of this city, have 
I not ever been your friend and your protector, and 
shall I now desert you in your hour of necessity. Fear 
not that the mighty monarch who defends and watches 
over tbem that walk the path of the Just will give us 
strength and spirit firmly to implant among us the 
blessed state of liberty. Children of Holy Church, I 
go myself to intercede with His Excellency the Viceroy 
on your behalf. It is I, your Cardinal, who will mediate 
between you." 

Masaniello struggled forward and lifted the hem of 
the scarlet robe to his lips wildly. 

"Eminence," he cried, "by the charter of the Em- 
peror Charles the Fifth, is it not forbidden to impose 
upon us a tax on the necessaries of life? Sacardo 
there has seen it, written in golden characters, among 
the archives. Bring us the charter. Eminence, read it 
aloud to us, that we may judge for ourselves if we are 
rebels. We ask the ancient privileges conferred upon 
our city. We are loyal subjects. Eminence, but we are 
starving. We demand no more than our just rights 
and liberties." 

The Cardinal patted him kindly on the shoulder. 
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" Figlio mioy be of good heart and courage. In the 
name of the citizens of Naples, I constitute myself your 
leader." 

He dwelt at length upon the virtues of obedience and 
discipline, bidding the mob have patience, reiterating his 
devotion to their interests, and closing finally with an 
impassioned peroration on behalf of justice. Then 
suddenly, when his eloquence had reached its highest 
pitch and not a man of us but was spellbound before 
the magic of his language, he checked himself abruptly 
and with lowered voice pronounced the formal benedic- 
tion, and shrank back to all appearance into the proud, 
reserved, and austere prelate. Thrilled with emotion, 
we knelt rigid. Majestically he advanced towards the 
convent, and, demanding admittance, passed through 
the gateway with his followers. 

The witchery was broken. In another instant a 
babel of voices rose upon the silence, and the piazza 
was studded with excited groups. Clamouring and 
clattering the crowd buzzed joy, suggestions, self- 
congratulations. Some with arms about each other's 
necks were dancing; some sang, some cried out to 
the saints, a few were sobbing. Salvator Rosa was 
looking into space as if he saw the future. His eyes 
twinkled as I touched him. 

" I was endeavouring," he said, '* to recall some lines 
of Lorenzo de' Medici. Ah, I have them." And he 
started humming with provoking gaiety — 

" Con tue promesse e tue false parole 
Con falsi risi e con vago sembiante, 
Donna, menato hai il tuo fidele amante." 

" Substitute Cardinal for Lady and these most excel- 
lent people for the Lover, and I fancy you will find that 
they sum up the situation in a nutshell. But you look 
hot and angry, my impatient friend. One would really 
think that something had occurred to ruffle you." 

He turned to the veteran Aniello Falcone by his side. 
" Maybe the Oracle of Battles might not disdain to offer 
you comfort from his store of wisdom. Speak, Falcone, 
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and allay the growing fear which is troubling our friend 
of melancholy visage." 

The battle-painter contracted his forehead until the 
eyebrows came together. 

^^PestaT^ he answered. "Be it Cardinal or be it 
Maso, a cool head is ever the best policy. Besides, you 
know our saying, signore. Quanta pih si frega la 
schiena al gatto^ pih leva la coda. The more you stroke 
the cat's back, the more she sets up her tail." 

'* Ay, proverbs, proverbs ! " I cried, laughing in spite 
of my anxiety. " Deprive a Neapolitan of his proverbs 
and you rob him of half his heritage." 

" Proverbs are the daughters of daily experience," he 
retorted quickly. " If Naples is the land of proverbs, it 
is because " 

"Because we understand how to make use of them 
when need arises," put in II Signore. " His Eminence 
may yet discover that our citizens are of a cat-like 
nature. Remember that yesterday it was the gabella 
on fruit; to-day it is the charter. To-morrow they 
will have learnt something of their power, and they 
will be clamouring for new privileges as well as old 
ones. The diplomatist has overreached himself. His 
Eminence has played into our hands." 

" But what if he be merely seeking to gain time ? " I 
ventured. 

" Time ! " he shouted. " Is not his time our time ? 
Are we not also waiting ? " 

He gave me a mighty slap upon the back, and called 
with boisterous hilarity— 

" How say you, Dal Po ? And you, Masturzo ? 
And you, my worthy Porpora? Is there not cause 
and enough for our rejoicing?" 

He moved to greet the others who came crowding 
round us, and the talk turned to general topics. Yet 
as I strolled off in conversation with the younger 
Francanzano, and caught a glimpse of Masaniello 
leaning, lost apparently in reverie, against a buttress 
of the convent, and saw that his lips were mumbling 
still in prayer, I began to wonder how far the optimism 
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of Sal vat ore might be justified in view of the many pit- 
falls which lay between us and our ideal. Try as I 
might to avoid seeing it, the image of the packet was 
present before my eyes. Had that packet already fallen 
by some chance into the possession of His Eminence ? 
Was his game deeper than stood revealed upon the 
surface ? 

An hour or more we must have waited before the 
Cardinal again appeared, but at last the great gates 
creaked upon their hinges, and he strode slowly out 
into the piazza. What methods of persuasion he had 
employed to win the stubborn Viceroy, whether by 
working upon his fears or by judicious flattery, can be 
but dimly guessed at, but his hand was fluttering a 
parchment, and his face was flushed like that of a man 
who has emerged victorious from a protracted struggle. 
He paused before the gateway and commanded silence. 

*^ PhilippuSj Dei gratia Rex, etc. 

" Don Rodericus Ponce de Leone, Dux Civitatis de 
Arcos, Marchio.de Zaara, Comes de Baylen et Casares, 
Dominus Domus Villae de Marchena et Garzia, et in 
praesenti Regno Vicerex, Locumtenens, et Capitaneus 
Generalis " 

^^ Caperil^^ murmured the younger Francanzano to 
me, yawning as the wearisome preamble dragged along. 
" It is fortunate that His Corpulence's frame is massive 
enough to support the burden of his dignities." And 
just then the recital came to an end, and we both looked 
up expectantly, for the Cardinal's voice rang like a 
trumpet-call. 

"At the supplication of The Most Faithful People of 
this City of Naples, we have repealed ' the following 
taxes during our will and pleasure: namely, those 
gahelle and extraordinary taxes which are at present 
levied and imposed contrary to the Charter of the City, 
upon Corn and Fruit and Oil " 

A deafening shout from the multitude drowned the 
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remainder. When it subsided the Cardinal stepped 
forward, holding the parchment high above his head. 

" His Excellency," he cried, *' has further been pleased 
to grant a free pardon to His Most Faithful People, un- 
conditionally and without exception." 

"Not even the ex-butcher is excepted," called out 
Ercole, standing on tiptoe and gazing over at me. 
And the knaves tittered in my neighbourhood so that 
the blood rushed to my face and neck, and I was driven 
to glare furiously in a desperate endeavour to seem 
unconcerned. 

In a few set words the Cardinal admonished the 
people to tranquillity, and then, blessing the crowd to 
right and left as he proceeded, marched down the centre 
of the piazza towards the side-street where his coach 
was waiting. Ercole was sauntering conceitedly behind 
him, now and again doffing his^iat^ ^^ acknowledgment 
of the plaudits of the populace. Francanzano nudged 
me with a laugh and pointed. An interchange of 
glances, arid we were struggling through the press in 
the wake left by the Cardinal. 

"The hour is convenient," I said meaningly, as we 
barred the further passage of Ercole. 

The boy started and looked about him hastily. 

" Let me pass," he cried, and then in an altered tone, 
" You wish for satisfaction ? Bah, sir, you have forfeited 
your claim to be considered." 

I gulped down my temper, keeping still in front of 
him, and with a watchful eye upon his movements. 
The Cardinal's coach rumbled away from the piazza. 
I beckoned to Salvator Rosa and a few of the others 
who were near us. 

" Signori," I said quietly, " this young gentleman is 
desirous of offering me an explanation. May I beg 
that you will do me the honour to accompany us to 
a more secluded quarter ? " 

Ercole shut his mouth tightly with a snap. I laid my 
hand upon his arm and motioned forward. 



CHAPTER XV 

BEHIND THE TAVERN 

An old ramshackle tavern which stands at the very 
edge of the Chiatamone overlooking the dismal hovels 
of Santa Lucia was the spot which I had in my mind's 
eye as being at once the most convenient for my 
purpose, and by reason of its reputation the least likely 
to attract the interference of passers-by in our en- 
counter. Thither accordingly we hastened, Ercole 
marching in our midst with an elaborate assumption of 
indifference. That he was not deficient in bravado I 
was aware already, yet I own that I was surprised at 
the measure of assurance with which he contrived to 
bear himself In the absence of any loophole of escape, 
however, what other course was open to him ? This 
time, at least, I held him in my power, and I rejoiced at 
the thought that he must have known as well as I did 
what would be the issue. Nay, I would go further still 
and wager heavily that the reflections which lay behind 
that womanish unwrinkled forehead were but little in 
keeping with the jaunty step and gay forced reckless- 
ness. Be that as it may, the outward demeanour of the 
coxcomb was beyond all reach of cavilling. It was not 
until we had passed through the albergo to the ragged 
apology for a garden which straggled at its back along 
the cliflf that I began to notice by the uncertain move- 
ment of his fingers to how great an extent his self- 
possession was assumed. 

I had flung myself upon a bench and was watching 
him with curiosity while we awaited the arrival of the 
landlord. They made a striking contrast, the three 

who stood together in the centre: Salvator Rosa, the 
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younger Francanzano, and Ercole. Slim, slight, foppish 
in dress and manner — God knows he looked younger 
than ever at that moment — the bastard was plucking 
half-defiantly, half-nervously at a rare Haarlem tulip 
which nestled in the folds of his silk doublet. On the 
one side, a poverty-stricken, hungry-looking painter 
with delicate, bloodless hands which seemed as little 
inured to combat as to labour ; on the other, a gaunt, 
stalwart, swarthy figure, richly dressed in an outlandish 
fashion, and carrying a courtly and yet sportive air as 
though he could laugh at the miseries of the sinful 
world about him. The group parted suddenly, and the 
landlord burst in with a rush upon us. A momentary 
hesitation, and to my amusement, fawning with that 
servility which marks his kind, the fellow was bending 
low before Ercole. 

'* My best wine. Excellency. All my wines are good : 
Roman Orvieto, Barolo from Piedmont, Tuscan Chianti, 
our own Lacrima Cristi of the same brand that His 
Eminence is wont to bestow his patronage upon. Or, 
if your Excellency prefers it, I have Armagnac and red 
Roussillon of a vintage — Caperi! Though I say it, of 
a vintage which has not its equal in the city. But 
perhaps a flask or so of white Falerno, just to whet the 
palate, Excellency, before proceeding to the heavier and 
richer wines." 

Ercole pushed the man roughly from him with a gasp 
and, recoiling to the parapet, stood scowling over at the 
distant prospect. The mouth of the landlord opened 
with astonishment at the shout of laughter which 
greeted his confusion. 

" Ho ! ho ! " guffawed Salvator Rosa from the back- 
ground. "Come hither, good padrone, and keep your 
eloquence for those who relish it. Bestir those bones 
of yours and let us smell the fragrance of that Lacrima 
you vaunt so bravely. Take heed that it be up to 
sample. Quick, man, lest by some accident of fortune 
you chance to find yourself head foremost in a butt of 
your own vintage." 

The fellow ran to execute the order, and there was a 
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general buzz of conversation, accompanied by not a few 
sly looks in my direction. Presently Salvator Rosa 
came over to me and sat down by my side, stroking his 
beard the while with an unusually thoughtful expression 
on his features. His eyes were fixed upon Ercole, who 
was beginning to exhibit symptoms of uneasiness as he 
watched us furtively from his position by the parapet. 

"Plain speaking, friend, with your permission. No 
need to tell me that your quarrel is a great and grievous 
burden on your conscience. I have friends who have 
told me that I myself am apt to be a trifle passionate on 
such occasions. But what of the Cause, man ? There 
is the Cardinal to be considered. Come, signore, you 
owe something to others in this matter. Are boys 
aught than boys ? Be satisfied to give the lad a fright 
and let him go." 

I thought for a time before I answered him, but his 
saying had too much wisdom for denial. 

"I will not kill him," I said simply. And then I 
turned upon the bench, and my blood grew hot within 
me, for that scene in the Mercato rushed into my 
memory. ''Boy though he be, have I not wrongs to 
avenge, have I not scars to wipe out upon my body, 
have I not — As you will, sir. I have pledged my 
word, and I will spare him." 

My comrade gave breath to a long whistle. 

" By my faith, signore, I would rather meet you as a 
friend than as an enemy ! Enough. I have your word. 
It would be a thousand follies were an indiscretion on 
your part to force His Eminence's hand too early." 
And he rose up chuckling. "It is a fair day and a 
fair piece of ground. There should be sport — for the 
spectators. The boy, I trust, will be the better for 
his lesson." 

He stalked across the garden to Ercole. 

"Body of a dog! Have I not fought a hundred 
fights! You look as glum as an owl, young sir. 
Bring the boy wine, some one of you." He tendered 
the goblet with an appearance of solicitude. " What ? 
Is death so hard to face at seventeen ? Then seventeen 
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should endeavour to keep a civil tongue in its head as 
well as forty. But it were ill-mannered to detain you 
longer in suspense. Soon begun, soon ended, eh? 
You will allow me to apologise for the absence of a 
ghostly comforter. Happily, at your age I may take it 
that you are comparatively free from sins upon your 
conscience." 

Ercole made a convulsive movement forward, and 
brushing past him, came to the spot where I stood 
waiting. 

" If your friend has finished with his insolence," he 
muttered hoarsely. He swayed as he noted my com- 
posure, and as quickly stiffened. "Butcher!" he 
hissed, with a return of spirit. 

I laughed with complete good-humour, for there was 
that in his eyes which could not deceive me. 

" I am at your service," I said gaily, and mocking his 
manner. "I would pray you to remember that even 
butchers may be blessed with memories." 

For answer he stamped with his foot and buttoned 
his doublet tightly to the throat, with a sudden calm- 
ness detaching the tulip and placing it ostentatiously 
upon the table. More leisurely I stripped and we 
saluted. The curls were clinging to his forehead, but 
his manner was swift and strangely vigilant, and had 
he been my son I could have hugged him. He had 
learnt his fence, indeed, in a good school, and though 
no match for me, made up for want of practice by a fine 
certainty of nerve and execution. 

From the first I played a waiting game. I knew 
Ercole's southern nature, and I wished to draw him 
on, to irritate him as only one swordsman can irritate 
another. He led off" with a disengage from the carte 
line into tierce and, as he expected, met the short parry 
and riposte. Then he tried by many means to draw 
my attack, and failing to do so played more rapidly 
than he ought, which was precisely what I wanted. 

Presently my moment came. In the carelessness of 
annoyance he left part of his sword-arm uncovered 
while he was meditating a complex attack, and he paid 
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for the error by getting a sharp prick. And with 
that I in my turn opened such a rapid attack on the 
advance that it was all he could do, without thought of 
riposte, to parry the successive lunges of my weapon. 
Thus, easily, I started to force him nearer to the wall, 
and toyed with him. 

"I have waited for this, dear lad," I whispered. 
" Your jest at my expense has been a pretty one. But 
I am growing tired of the game; and some one must 
pay for the candles and the cards." 

He caught the look on my face, and for the briefest 
second I could have sworn that his lips were ashen. 
Then he tossed his sword quickly over the parapet. 

"I am unarmed, butcher." And his voice was not 
pleasant to hear. *'I leave it to you to prolong or 
close this mockery." 

A livid smile passed across his countenance and he 
undid his doublet. " I may pay for the candles," he 
said, with almost devilish deliberation, " but I none 
the less hold in my hand the winning card." 

There was a roar like that of some wild animal, and 
Salvator Rosa clutched me with a force which sent me 
staggering. 

" Back ! Back ! " he shouted. With an oath I caught 
in the air to steady myself, and as I did so I saw what 
it was that Ercole was holding out before him. So 
sharp was the surprise that I sank upon a bench and 
sat there trembling. 

A terrible pause ensued. Then the others stepped for- 
ward silently. I n a trice we had grouped ourselves, leaving 
the bastard where he stood. No word of explanation 
was needed. We had seen for ourselves and judged. 

Ercole was grinning as the younger Francanzano 
went up to him and took the packet and passed it 
round from hand to hand. When it came to my turn I 
found that the seals had been broken roughly, and 
that a small oval blood-smear tarnished a comer of 
the outer covering. With a fixed look in his gray 
eyes Salvator Rosa waited until we had each of us 
examined it. 
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** Gentlemen," he said, "this packet was yesterday in 
the possession of Antonio Angelis." 

'* Our comrade," rumbled the deep voice of Falconei 
" told me that he had found it. I accompanied him to 
your lodgings. You were absent." 

**Signori, Antonio Angelis has not returned." 

With a swing of his body Salvator Rosa gripped 
Ercole by the neck. 

" Before God, as I am a living man, I will strangle 
you this instant if you do not upon your oath reveal 
the truth." 

Ercole wriggled loose and sniggered impudently. 
He sauntered over to the parapet and surveyed us 
nonchalantly, leaning up against it. 

** I have not the smallest objection to answering your 
questions." 

*' Have a care, young man, how far you attempt to 
trifle with us. Who gave you this packet ? " 

" His Eminence gave it to me." 

" When and where ? " 

" An hour or so ago. In the Convent of San Luigi." 

" And with what object ? " 

" That I might carry it for him, I imagine." 

Salvator Rosa clanged hi^ scabbard against the 
table. 

*' Who brought the packet to His Eminence ? " 

The boy was gazing at the cliff* below him, and made 
as if he had heard nothing. The question was repeated, 
and he wheeled round with an astonished look upon his 
features. 

" I did," he answered carelessly. 

" So. And by what act of treachery, may I inquirCi 
did you contrive to gain possession of it ? " 

''Treachery!" The face was aglow with injured 
innocence. "There was no treachery. I bought it 
from one of your own friends, paid fifty ducats for it." 

" That is certainly more interesting. The friend has 
a name, perhaps." 

*^ Festal How should I know? The fellow came 
up to me in the dark, at the comer of the Sospiri. A 
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tall creature in a cloak; I should not recognise him 
from Adam if I saw him." 

The voice of the questioner developed a ring which 
boded ill for further equivocation. 

" I fear that I must ask you to refresh your memory. 
The situation is rather a delicate one. You understand 
me?" 

Ercole yawned and straddled a leg across the parapet 
before replying. 

"Upon my honour," he lisped, "now I come to 
think of it, the fellow was very much of the build of 
our friend von Striedbeck. In fact, he spoke with a 
German accent. I^I wish you a pleasant morning, 
gentlemen." 

In the quickness of a breath the boy had vanished. 
For an instant, as with a curse at our folly we rushed 
forward, his hand showed clinging to the parapet. 
Then he dropped slowly down the dizzy precipice. 

In our impotence we could but watch him as though 
stupefied. The daring act had been carried out with 
such dramatic suddenness that I felt my heart go 
pit-a-pat against my ribs at the mere thought of the 
peril which lurked in the terrible descent. 

Not once but twice Ercole, missing his footing in a 
crevice, slipped and falling saved himself as by a 
miracle among the crags of tufa. Now measuring his 
distance he lowered himself from one projection to 
another, only to hang giddily with naught save a sway- 
ing shrub to stave off his destruction. With the agility 
of a cat his feet were here and everywhere, until the 
barest unevenness appeared to suffice him as a stepping- 
stone. He neared the bottom and grew bolder. With 
a sidelong leap he caught at a rock, and while a man 
might gasp remained suspended. A swing, a sudden 
jerk, a further drop, an almost imperceptible foothold, 
then a cry of triumph. The boy had gained the ground, 
and stood there shaking up his fist at us hysterically. 

Old Aniello Falcone wiped the sweat from his fore- 
head. " Mother of God ! " he said, and started shiver- 
ing. Ercole picked up his sword and brought it to the 



148 The Company of Death 

salute with an ironic gesture. Then he passed from 
our view behind a hovel. 

I turned to Salvator Rosa with a mingled feeling in 
which admiration and disgust were blended. I had no 
sooner done so than despite myself I burst out laughing. 
The man was sitting at the table quaffing the remainder 
of a flagon in apparent heedlessness of what had 
happened. 

" A slippery customer ! " was all he said. " Let us 
be thankful that he has left us this behind him." He 
made a grimace and held out the packet to me, peering 
the while through half-closed eyelids. " Bloodstains, if 
you will, but something more than bloodstains. Let me 
think now. Here lies a clue. How was it that Enrico 
taught me ? Ha ! Ha ! We will conduct the inquiry 
with proper regularity — shall we say by rule of thumb, 
signore? By my thumb, sir, I am not far mistaken 
when I prophesy that to-night there will be a traitor 
less in Naples." 

He hiccoughed slightly and got up, as I thought, 
unsteadily. 

"Signori," he shouted, "you will summon an im- 
mediate meeting of the Company — of the entire 
Company." 

His lips parted in a sort of growling chuckle, and he 
ran from the garden like a madman. 



CHAPTER XVI 

BY RULE OF THUMB 

It added to the general hubbub that the men who 
crowded beneath the naked flaring torches were united 
in nothing save in their allegiance to a common leader. 
The first complete gathering of the Company at which 
I had been present, I estimated roughly that their 
number could not have fallen short of a couple of 
hundred members — artists of one kind or another for 
the most part, yet with an unmistakable sprinkling of led- 
captains and adventurers. That night the Torrione del 
Carmine was alive with movement, quick with the babel 
of a dozen dialects. There were men of truculent aspect 
and swaggering demeanour, daredevils of the untamed 
village fastnesses whom the scent of blood had drawn 
out from their lairs. There were half-timid shrinking 
tradespeople of the city who, for the better preservation 
of their property, had added valour to discretion, and 
thrown in their lot reluctantly with the one body which 
seemed to be capable of at once establishing their rights 
and maintaining discipline and order. In one corner a 
rich merchant in his gown was engaged in talk with 
Andrea Vaccaro ; in another, a couple of monks with 
sleek fat faces were gloating over the contents of a bag 
of silver coins. And here, there, everywhere, laughing, 
scowling, indulging in a thousand antics, were the 
Painter-Knights, heedless of aught save the mad love 
of adventure which had induced them to cast away 
their palettes and take up the cause of Liberty. In 
the abstract, doubtless, animated one and all by the 
same ardent hatred of oppression; in reality, who 

X49 



150 The Company of Death 

may guess by what hidden ulterior motives of gain or 
vengeance or mere devilry ? That this unwieldy and 
heterogeneous assembly should have been thus brought 
together with such rapidity, and with so short notice, 
speaks not a little for the iron bonds of discipline which 
lay at the root of the foundation of the Company. An 
air of expectancy sat on every countenance ; not a man 
knew why or for what purpose this sudden summons 
had been issued; yet every man was at his post in 
unquestioning obedience to the orders which had 
reached him. 

At the end of the room upon a dais was a carved 
and gilded chair of state, evidently looted recently from 
the palazzo of some noble. Here, with his feet resting 
upon a foot-stool, reclined in an easy attitude Salvator 
Rosa. His head was bare, and over his shoulders 
hung a glittering cloak of gold embroidery with a 
pelican in her piety worked upon its side in coloured 
needlework. A pile of parchments lay upon a table 
near him, and more than once I saw that he turned to 
them, and fingered them as though striving to elucidate 
some complex problem. When at length he quitted his 
seat and rose before us, I was more than startled at the 
peculiar look of ferocity which glowered from beneath 
his bushy eyebrows. The muscles of his cheeks were 
swollen, and somehow appeared to have stamped a 
character upon his features which was wholly at vari- 
ance with the rough gallantry he had hitherto exhibited. 
But indeed, as I had many opportunities of observing 
later, Salvator Rosa, when thwarted in his plans, or 
suspecting treachery in his confederates, was too often 
wont to lose control of the humaner instincts, and 
under the pressure of extreme emotion to give un- 
bridled licence to that spirit of almost animal savagery 
which so frequently hangs about the background of 
his paintings. Of this, however, at that time I knew 
nothing, and it was with a feeling of uncomfortable 
wonder that I found myself staring at his altered visage 
while he stood rolling his eyes upon the Company before 
him. 
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" Lock the doors ! " 

The horse-play around me ceased with what, under 
other circumstances, would have been amusing sudden- 
ness. One of the monks let fall a handful of ducats, 
which ran with a jangling sound along the flooring. 
Not a soul stirred to pick them up. 

Salvator Rosa heaved a heavy sigh and waited. No 
other sound was heard as Aniello Falcone marched up 
to the dafs and placed the keys beside him. Then only 
he relaxed his attitude. 

" I will call the roll of the members of the Company." 

There was a suspicion of weariness about his unusual 
hesitation as he lingered over the formality, reading 
each name out with an air of fond reluctance, and cran- 
ing his neck in the direction of the answerer. When 
he came to the end, something resembling a buzz went 
round the room, for suddenly he laughed : a laugh with 
a snarl in it that chilled the blood: and in childlike 
fashion fell to playing with the border of his mantle. 

" Antonio Angelis ? " he called with exceeding gentle- 
ness, but with so great a depth of questioning, that all 
men knew that he had kept the name back purposely 
and with intention. 

The fourteen-year-old son of Andrea Vaccaro stepped 
forward from the throng. 

"Cavaliere," he said timidly, "Antonio Angelis is 
dead." 

" Ha ! So Antonio Angelis is dead." Salvator Rosa 
made the sign of the cross abruptly. "And how 
dead ? " 

" He had a dagger wound in his stomach — it was 
Gargano found the body — early this morning at the 
corner of the Rua Provenzale." A dozen were clamour- 
ing the information. 

Our leader flung up his arms with a shout, then 
checked himself and spoke in a sort of growling whisper. 

"There is a thing which it may be you have not 
reckoned. It is an ill time to speak of honour when 
the streets are red." 

Amid the general consternation — the room was aflame 
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with anger in a moment — he seized the packet and 
began to scrutinise its covering. Hardly had he done 
so ere the excitement found its spokesman. It was a 
blustering fellow in a tawny-coloured doublet who took 
upon himself to voice the protest. 

*• This is a hard saying among comrades," he began, 
but got no further. The look which greeted him was 
such as froze the unspoken words upon his lips. 

" A hard saying, you would tell me ! " scoffed Sal- 
vator Rosa. " You think treason a hard saying." And 
he swept to the front of the daifs, and struck his hand 
heavily upon the fellow's shoulder. " Has that num- 
skull of yours yet to discover how treachery can creep 
into an auger-hole ? " 

The man took a hasty step backwards, and, seeing no 
doubt a chance for swagger, twirled up the ends of his 
moustachios. 

" Comrades of the Company ! " he blustered. " Com- 
rade by comrade, each before his fellows, let us swear 
that we have been true to our oath and guiltless of 
treachery towards the Cause." 

Pent-up excitement seemed to reach its climax in the 
roar of approval which echoed round him as he strode 
to the centre of the room defiantly. With curiosity I 
kept my gaze upon Salvator Rosa, half welcoming, half 
dreading the expected outburst ; but he, to my amaze- 
ment, had settled himself bolt-upright in his chair, and 
made not a sign of interfering in the tumult. Far from 
it, for while some continued to shout themselves hoarse 
with protestations of their loyalty, and others, not less 
vociferously, were calling upon the saints to witness, I 
saw that his face was changing gradually from gloom to 
satisfaction. 

"We will swear," he cried finally, and his voice had 
a triumphant accent, "man by man, from last to first, 
from first to last. But" — and here he spoke in a 
manner which commanded silence — '* since it is your 
will, comrades, and not by my request you do so, I may 
be pardoned for enforcing order. Aniello Falcone, you 
will call the names. Let there be method in our mad- 
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ness. Swear if you will, and as freely as you will, but 
so that a man may hear and judge accordingly." 

He beckoned to Falcone and a whispered colloquy 
between the pair went on, while the rest of us subsided 
into unquiet murmuring and waited upon tenterhooks. 
Apparently the conference was of an amusing character, 
for the harsh-featured battle-painter grinned and rubbed 
his hands in unusual cheerfulness before it finished. 
Presently our leader resumed his study of the packet, 
and the other moved to the edge of the platform and 
flourished a roll of parchment in appeal for silence. 

"Kuno von Striedbeck," he called, "as the last 
recruit among this Company, it devolves upon you to 
advance the first and take the oath." 

The press yielded upon the instant, and almost before 
I knew what I was doing, I was being pushed to the 
front by those behind me. With a shrug of annoyance 
— albeit not of a shrinking disposition, I prefer on these 
occasions to cede first place to others — I turned my 
back upon this publicity and made the best of my way 
on to the dais. Salvator Rosa was leaning forward 
in his seat, and curtly, yet with a curious air of absent- 
mindedness, administered the oath of loyalty and 
secrecy. 

" One moment," he said, as I brought the matter to 
an end ; " if you would be so kind as to bare your arm 
for an instant." His tone was one of deference, and 
though I stared I obeyed him mechanically, stripping 
my sleeve to an inch above the elbow. Still in the 
same apologetic fashion he drew from his doublet a 
stiletto, and with almost womanly delicacy inflicted a 
pin-prick on my forearm. A few drops of blood oozed 
slowly out, and he gave a little cry of pleasure and 
murmured, so gently that I scarcely heard him, '* Sign." 

I shifted a step in hesitation. He had extended a 
parchment on the table and was waiting. 

" There is no pen, signore." I spoke with a certain 
tartness, for such melodrama is not and never has been 
to my taste. 

For answer he sat up suddenly and with a nervous 
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movement clutched me by the wrist. While I remained 
riveted with wonder, he began carefully to smear the 
ball of my thumb with blood. Then he pressed it 
evenly upon the parchment, swayed it from side to 
side, so that it left a crimson imprint on the whiteness. 

'* Sign," he repeated, and handed me a stick of charcoal. 
I did his bidding impatiently, and he fell to comparing 
the bloodstain with that upon the packet. The men in 
the body of the room were watching us with stupe- 
faction, but he seemed oblivious of their presence. 

" Caperi! " I could hear him muttering ; " it is clearer 
than I thought. A little luck and I shall detect the 
brother of that peculiar whorl even while the blood is 
wet upon the paper. In any event, when dry, the thing 
will be a certainty." 

He dismissed me sharply and called to Falcone to 
continue. I went back to my place as the next man on 
the list came forward, and took up my position next to 
Carlo Coppola. 

" This pitiful mummery is unworthy of the Cause," 
I exclaimed contemptuously as I saw him laughing. 

He answered with a sorry jest at my expense, and 
added dryly, '* You may take my word for it that II 
Signore has not sat all these years for nothing at the 
feet of Don Enrico." 

" A fellow of infinite potions, an astrologer ! " I cried, 
for I knew the Roman mountebank by reputation. 
" What then ? Is this a freak of jugglery, a trap for 
children ? " I was looking at the performance on the 
platform as man followed man and left the impress of 
his thumb behind him, more often than not with a rude 
jest at the buffoonery. 

Coppola lifted his eyebrows slightly. "By their 
thumbs shall you judge them. Saw you not that there 
was a thumb-mark on the packet ? " 

A glimmer of his drift burst on me. 

"But" — I stammered — "with two hundred of us. 
Why, man, we shall be here till morning." And, in- 
deed, there were those around us who were audibly 
displaying their impatience. 
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My comrade's eye had followed mine. " Pesta ! " he 
said, and stood on tiptoe. Then he laughed again, 
and in a minor key struck up a song in dialect : a 
song which in an instant was caught up by the men 
who crowded near us. 

"When a Neapolitan is dull, set him to singing," 
he chuckled. Salvator Rosa gave him a quick gleam of 
approval and took up the melody and drummed the 
time before returning to his task. It was a song of 
courtship, of a Southern bridegroom, and it rose and 
fell with swift cadences as voice after voice joined in 
the melody. 

" Ora junciu lu tempu, e junciu Pura, 
L'ura e lu tempu tantu addisiatu ! 
Nun suspirari cchiu, ridi sicura, 
Ora sarogghiu sempri a lu t6 latu." 

Hardly was the first verse over before the strident 
voice of our leader rang out boldly. " Oky ckif cci vosi 
pri vidiri sfura I Oh, how much longing before seeing 
this hour ! " He had thrust his chair away from him 
and was pointing to a man in rich attire who was just 
about to leave the platform. The song died away as 
rapidly as it had started. 

" So," cried Salvator Rosa, " I was not mistaken. 
I should recognise that whorl among a thousand. That 
is a strange thumb of yours, Pascale Longobardo. 
Pray tell me what you have purchased with your fifty 
ducats ? " 

The man gave a horrible hunted look about him. 

" Fifty ducats ? Fifty ducats ? " 

" Ay, sir," came swiftly, " the fifty ducats for which 
you slew Antonio Angelis." 

It was no question of song now, as with twitching 
cheeks the fellow endeavoured to brazen out his 
innocence. 

" I swear by the Mother of God I am not guilty," he 
cried in a sort of choke, and he dragged forth a rosary 
and kissed it. One of the monks dropped to his knees 
and with characteristic glibness commenced an invoca- 



156 The Company of Death 

tion, but Salvator Rosa continued smiling with a 
bitterness which soon brought him to silence. 

" Not guilty ! " he said. " And in the face of that ! " 
He glided the packet gently into the other's view. 

"Pascale Longobardo, whence had you those silken 
hose, that crimson doublet? You, a painter without 
patrons, a mere — So! You mistake your vocation, 
master traitor. It takes a better man to make a mur- 
derer." 

The knave had plucked the stiletto from the table, 
but our leader was too quick for him. With a gesture 
of contempt he thrust the fellow from the dais. Then, 
while the man was quietly secured, he lashed at him 
with stinging words, laid bare the betrayal, hurled at 
him the full weight of his invective. Longobardo was 
livid by the time he ended. " I will confess, I will con- 
fess ! " And with the avowal he beheld our faces. A 
further look, and with a moan he crouched down on the 
flooring. The thumb of every one was pointing to him. 

Salvator Rosa's teeth showed out like fangs. 

'* We will strip our traitor of his finery. I have long 
been seeking a model for my Saint Sebastian." 

There was that in his tone which caught my breath 
up with a jerk. Inured as I am to the sight of dead and 
dying, I sicken even now at the mere thought of that 
one man's torture. For garment by garment with the 
refinement of cruelty they stripped him ; the very men 
who but five minutes back had sung of love and gentle- 
ness and courtship, stripped him amid a volley of coarse 
pleasantry, fastened their nails in the bare flesh until 
the distorted body seemed to be hanging down in 
mangled ribbons. And then they revived him, brought 
him to his senses by placing burning pitch beneath his 
nostrils lest their victim might escape them ere the 
sport was ended. Did I say ended ? Nay, rather the 
sport was but beginning. 

At a signal from Salvator Rosa the naked, shuddering 
wretch was given a few moments' respite. Another 
signal and the mob fell back exultantly. In a trice the 
creature had been fastened to a pillar. 
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Salvator Rosa was sharpening a stick of charcoal. 

"You will use gentleness, I trust. Not one but 
many a sketch of mine has been spoiled by too great 
haste in execution." 

He sat down on the forefront of the platform and 
adjusted a drawing-board upon his knee. 

" Porpora, the first, then Coppola, and then Gargano. 
To you I enjoin it that the model's pose be fitted to the 
nicety essential. Come, sir, a less hangdog look, I beg 
of you. The majority of men would give life willingly 
to be assured of immortality through the brush of II 
Signore." 

I shook with disgust as Porpora stepped out from 
among the others grinning. 

"I am a travelled man," he shouted, "and in the 
Pyrenees I learnt a trick or two of dagger-throwing. 
See here, my comrades ! " And he laid the weapon on 
his palm point inwards. " It is but a matter of a twist," 
he added, poising himself upon one foot and gazing 
reflectively at the greenish appealing countenance of 
Longobardo. " You are ready, cavaliere ? " 

Salvator Rosa nodded. He was already sketching 
in the background. 

With a dexterous turn of thumb and finger, the 
dagger hissed from the hand that held it. The scream 
of the victim was drowned in the applause. The weapon 
was quivering an inch to the left of the right shoulder. 

" A pretty stroke," said II Signore. " I would not have 
lost that expression for a thousand ducats. We will 
not trouble the others. Do you continue in the same 
vein, Signor Porpora. By the grace of God, this is the 
chance of a lifetime." He plied his charcoal with re- 
doubled vigour. 

Porpora bowed to him in grave acknowledgment, and 
went the round of the Company soliciting a loan of such 
of the more daintily fashioned daggers as chanced to 
strike his eye and fancy. Presently he sidled up to me, 
and with a leer : " Are you sharp, sir ? Or is the blade 
not equal to the handle ? " He must have seen the ill- 
concealed loathing on my countenance, for he pressed 
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the request no further, but passed on to the spot where 
his victim, in a sudden access of demoniacal frenzy, was 
vainly struggling to bite through the bonds which held 
him. 

"Gently," he cried, "you would not render a true 
aim impossible ! " And poising his weapon with cautious 
deliberation, so as to avoid the vital places on his writh- 
ing target, he flung, still with the same twist of thumb and 
finger, another dagger and another and another until the 
entire miserable body seemed to be twinkling with the 
sparkle of the jewelled hafts. The fiendish sport went 
on, the screams of the wretch grew weaker. At last, 
thank God, a throw more clumsy or more merciful than 
the rest put an end to the long agony, and the head 
dropped suddenly, and all was over. 

With an air of vexation Salvator Rosa looked up 
from his drawing. 

** Maledetto!^^ he said, and cast the charcoal from 
him. ^ 

But I, with the horrible jesting of my comrades ham- 
mering upon my brain, I fell to the wall and leaned 
against it. 

" My God ! *' I groaned. " Is it possible that freedom 
can be born of men like these 1 " 

Salvator Rosa heard me, for he held up the sketch 
and bade me take it. 



CHAPTER XVII 

FROM DISCIPLINE TO DUCATS 

So sudden a discovery of treachery, however prompt the 
punishment, might well have been thought to alter the 
whole complexion of the revolution. The contents of the 
packet known to His Eminence, the very demands of the 
populace in all their far-reaching consequences granted 
as they had been at the outset and with such astute 
readiness : any other than Salvator Rosa would have 
been tempted to throw the game up in despair, and* been 
content to accept the important concessions which had 
been wrested from the governmerft without further im- 
perilling his life and liberty. But it was characteristic 
of the man that his enthusiasm increased in proportion 
to the danger, that his genius for conspiracy was never 
so apparent as when the obstacles in his path seemed 
unsurmountable. In this case, moreover, fortune aided 
him in what has been hitherto considered the inexpli- 
cable inaction of the Cardinal Archbishop. I esteem 
myself lucky in having discovered, as I believe, the true 
solution of this mystery. 

"When I returned to my carriage, the crowd sur- 
rounded me; they knelt before me, they kissed my 
hands and my clothes; those who could not reach 
me made signs at a distance with their hands and 
mouths. As I returned by the same road, I made 
known everywhere that the gabelle were abolished, and 
that on the next morning better and more substantial 
bread would be sold. This announcement had such an 
effect that the tumult considerably subsided and the 
minds of our citizens were tranquil ; and I desired the 

leaders of the mob to go into the other quarters of the 

159 



i6o The Company of Death 

city, there to proclaim the same good tidings and restore 
peace." 

These words were written by His Eminence in a 
message bearing the date of that memorable afternoon, 
and addressed to the Viceroy at the Convent of San 
LuigL The original of this curious and, so far as I am 
aware, unpublished document — the historian Capece- 
latro being clearly ignorant of its existence — has by a 
happy accident been unearthed recently by me amid a 
mass of miscellaneous papers in the library of the 
celebrated Neapolitan collector, Don Tommaso Vargas 
Macciuca. Nothing could better illustrate the degree 
of over-confidence into which the Cardinal had suffered 
himself to be deluded by his too easy victory over the 
superstitious populace. This hurriedly scribbled scrap 
of writing explains, more than could an entire volume of 
conjecture, the failure of His Eminence to immediately 
follow up his opportunity. 

Clever diplomatist though he was, he undoubtedly 
believed that the very promptness of his intervention 
had sufficed, for the time if not for longer, to put an end 
to the brute excesses of the populace. A policy of 
masterly inaction while the people were left to ruminate 
over their good fortune : then, when the satisfaction of 
full stomachs should have completed the work of the 
spiritual power, he could deal at his own moment with 
the leaders, and strike a decisive blow at the more 
serious revolutionary movement which, as the contents 
of the packet now assured him, underlay the whole con- 
spiracy. The undying gratitude of His Most Catholic 
Majesty to follow, perhaps a not far distant vision of the 
Chair of Peter : who can say what thoughts were with 
him? For twelve long hours no man set eyes upon 
the Cardinal : when those were past, the authority of 
Masaniello was supreme in Naples. The Company of 
Death had not been idle, and the hints and whispers 
of its agents had had their influence upon the rabble. 
The Archbishop soon discovered that he had deceived 
himself in fancying that he could still the waves of 
this stormy sea. 
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Give a clown your finger and he will grasp your fist. 
Scarcely, in fact, had the Cardinal quitted the piazza 
than the uproar began again. Neither the Prince of 
Montesarchio nor Don Prospero Tuttavilla, who, at the 
risk of their lives, came down in person to ratify the 
gracious concessions of His Excellency, were able to 
restore peace, however lavish of their words. Not only 
freedom from taxes, from all taxation, was ere long de- 
manded, but an equality of power between the people 
and the nobility, a right of veto through elected deputies 
on all resolutions which affected Naples. The rebellion 
had gained new strength from the successes of the 
afternoon. 

Thus the night arrived, a night of savagery and 
terror; a night which brought with it neither assistance 
nor repose. An ever-increasing multitude patrolled the 
city. The churches were open and resounded with 
prayers for the restoration of peace. The Theatines 
and Jesuits left their convents and marshalled in pro- 
cession, singing litanies to the Madonna and the Saints, 
but the Ora pro Nobis was overpowered by the fury of 
the crowd. The prisons had been stormed, and the 
prisoners set at liberty. The discontented vassals of 
the nobles in the neighbourhood, the banditti and vaga- 
bonds of all kinds, swelled the masses of the population 
of the capital. The people ransacked the shops of the 
sword-cutlers, and took possession of five pieces of light 
artillery belonging to the proprietor of a vessel in the 
harbour. Arms of every variety were in the hands of 
the insurgents. At Molo- Piccolo they attacked a house 
in which ammunition had been stored; it caught fire 
and blew up ; above forty persons were killed, and the 
remainder wounded, most of them severely. The exas- 
peration only became stronger. 

When the day dawned there was a beating of drums, 
a ringing of bells, and country people pouring in from 
all directions. There had been small sleep for us of the 
Company that night, but ere I sought a few hours of 
hasty repose, and handed in my report to II Signore, 
we had the satisfaction of knowing that our labour was 

L 
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accomplished. It was soon observed that it was not 
blind fury alone which conducted the rebellion ; clever 
management was evident. A former Viceroy, the Count 
of Monterey, had given the people a sort of military 
constitution, dividing them according to the quarters of 
the city into companies after the fashion of those Her- 
mandades which the Archbishop of Tortosa formed in 
the time of Charles the Fifth in Spain, and which after- 
wards provoked an insurrection of the Commuiieros. 
This practice in the forms of war was now adapted to 
our needs by Masaniello. The people were informed 
that they were to assemble in the Mercato, organised 
according to their several localities. The companies 
were enrolled immediately; more than one of them con- 
sisted of women of the lowest class. Those amongst 
the citizens who would not march with them were 
ordered to stand armed at the door of their own 
dwellings, ** in the name of the most faithful people of 
the most faithful town of Naples, and of those who, by the 
grace of God and our Lord Jesus Christ and the Virgin 
Mary, hold in their hands the' government of the same." 
To such a pitch had the influence of Masaniello risen 
that these decrees were executed without a murmur. 
With a presence of mind and a dexterity little short 
of marvellous, the fisherman had profited by the interval 
to extend and strengthen his authority. Salvator Rosa 
had not been mistaken in his choice of instrument. 

I had returned to my lodgings in the quarter of the 
Orefici in order to secure the rest which I so sorely 
needed. My friend the jeweller, who with a wisdom 
born of experience had barricaded his house at the 
commencement of the outbreak, and whom I found 
armed with an arquebus of obsolete pattern which could 
hardly have been fired without graver risk of injury to 
its user than to his assailants, was in the extremity of 
joy at my appearance. Mindful of his kindness to me, 
it was with unfeigned pleasure that I found myself in 
a position to be able to remove his apprehensions, and 
bidding him once more fling the casements open, affixed 
to* the door-post the safe-conduct with which Salvator 
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Rosa had provided me. When the honest fellow 
roused me a few hours later, his speech was incoherent 
in its jumble of gratitude and wonder as I briefly narrated 
to him the sequence of events since last I saw him. 

" It is loaded," he said irrelevantly as I finished, but 
I understood he was speaking of his piece. **It is 
loaded. Excellency, with three balls which I have had 
dipped in holy water, and on each of which I have cut a 
cross for luck." 

I stifled a smile with difficulty, as with trembling 
excitement he thrust the weapon on me. But a cry 
from the street came just in time to relieve my embar- 
rassment at declining the gift, and my landlord running 
to the window, turned with an exclamation as a voice 
called out my name. 

'* It is an old man, Excellency — a very ancient gentle- 
man — and a lady with him." 

With a sound of much puffing and blowing a feeble 
tread ascended the stairs, and there entered my vener- 
able friend of the Acqua della Bufola, followed at a little 
interval by Donna Claudia. 

^*Diavolo!^^ he wheezed. "It is like an ascent to 
Heaven for a sinner to reach you. Had it not been for 
the good offices of our Lady of Conspiracy — a goblet of 
red Lacrima, I beg of you, friend poet. I did not antici- 
pate a visit to the clouds when I sought after you. Like 
thoughts, like lair. Or have you finished dreaming 
since I met you?" 

I laughed at this, and bidding them be seated, 
hastened to take a flagon from the cupboard. 

" Dreaming ! " I said, as they sat sipping the choice 
vintage. " Is it not written that your young men shall 
dream dreams, and that your old men shall see 
visions ? " 

Muzio lifted up a shaking hand. 

** We know things in a dream, says Plato, and we are 
ignorant of them in truth. My ambition is not to know 
the truth, nor to attain it. I rather open than discover 
things. As I can, I do explain them ; yet not as Apollo 
giving oracles, that all I say should be certain and set 
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down, but as a mean man who follows likelihood by hi$ 
conjecture. There are more things than chess which 
may be learnt upon the chess-board." 

Donna Claudia looked at him with a twinkle. " Se il 
giovane sapesse^^ she quoted softly, ^^se il vecchio potesse, 
^ non dh cosa che non sifacesseP 

"You have seen the present condition of the city/' I 
said, wondering what motive, if any, underlay this visit. 
" Masaniello has marshalled the people into companies. 
He has taken measures to put a stop to plundering. 
All booty is to be burnt or destroyed publicly in the 
Mercato. The price of oil and corn and fruit is to be 
fixed this morning. The property of the nobles has 
been declared forfeited. Henceforth Naples is to be 
governed in the interests of her own citizens. With 
the restoration of discipline, the Viceroy will have no 
alternative save unconditional submission. Liberty has 
once for all supplanted tyranny." 

"And for how long, signore?" chuckled Muzio 
grimly. " Say rather, that the tyranny of the mob has 
supplanted that of the nobility. And presently ? How 
little does he who has never been other than a slave 
understand the meaning of your catchword Liberty. 
For how many days, think you, will they consent to be 
governed by this fisherman ? Though I come from the 
North, I know the Neapolitans. They are buoyed up at 
present by the hope of gain — and you have begun with 
the prohibition of all private looting. They have but 
exchanged one human ruler for another. Glutted with 
vengeance, the people hail him as saviour and deliverer. 
And he — what if he, in his turn, being glutted with 
authority, turn out a greater tyrant than the other? 
Truly, it is no small matter to govern others, since so 
many crosses and difficulties ofTer themselves if we 
would govern ourselves well. I am confidently of this 
opinion, that it is more easy and plausible to follow than 
to guide; seeing that the least prick of a needle or 
passion of the mind is able to deprive us of the pleasure 
of the world's monarchy. The first fit of an ague, or 
the first gird that the gout gives him, what avails him 
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his title of Majesty or Captain-General ? If he be angry 
or vexed, can his principality keep him from blushing, 
from growing pale, from gnashing his teeth like a mad- 
man ? If he chance to be jealous or capricious, will our 
louting curtsies or putting off of hats bring him in tune 
again ? His bedstead all enchased with gold and pearls 
has no virtue to allay the pinching pangs of colic. 
Hermodorus the poet made certain verses in honour 
of Antigonus, calling him the son of Phoebus : to which 
the king replied " 

Donna Claudia flashed a quick look over at me. 

" It is no question of kingship," she interrupted 
hastily, " that concerns our city. It is Freedom." 

Muzio checked himself with a little cough, and glanced 
up at her as if astonished. 

"Nay, pardon an old philosopher," he answered 
meekly. '* I will endeavour to be more chary of my 
speech in future." 

He relapsed into a glum silence, so that with inward 
merriment I was forced to my best in the attempt to 
soothe his wounded vanity. My efforts apparently 
succeeded, for his face cleared and he commenced to 
rub his hands together. 

"Our Lady of Conspiracy," he said, after a short 
interval, " has doubtless some panacea of her own with 
which to keep the people in subjection." 

"Not I," retorted Donna Claudia. "The people are 
like children. We have but to cajole them and per- 
suade them and command them. Meta consiglio^ metd 
esentpio^ metd denaro ! Half advice, half example, half 
money ! " She lifted up her glass with an amused 
expression. 

"And you give them money by taking away their 
right to plunder," went on Muzio. "It is good to 
regulate the price of oil and corn and wine, to bring the 
necessaries of life within the reach of the very poorest. 
But how if those same poorest have not the where- 
withal to purchase ? It is good to put an end to sinful 
luxury by burning, to leave no memorial of the oppres- 
sors. But, madam, you and your associates have 
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burned in twelve hours enough riches as would have 
sufficed to keep ten thousand hungry mortals for a 
twelvemonth. Has any man done a stroke of labour 
since these mad pranks began ? When the food in the 
city is exhausted, the last ducat expended, will your 
idle vagabonds return to work? If so, for v^hom? 
You have driven the employers of labour from the city. 
He will be a bold rich man who dare venture his nose for 
some time to come in Naples. And when that happens, 
the troops will have returned from Tuscany, and your 
dream of Liberty will have vanished into smoke. You 
flatter yourself if you imagine the Cardinal is idle. 
Masaniello is king to-day. To-morrow, when the rabble 
whom you have beguiled with your vain promises begin 
to reflect upon their actual gain — ^you have taught them 
to rise against their masters — they may yet profit by 
the lesson to rise up against their new master, as soon 
as he finds himself unable to gratify their wishes in a 
hurry. You know the saying : 

" Amor di padrone e vino di fiasco 
La sera h buono e la mattina h guasto." 

Donna Claudia turned her head away to conceal a 
yawn. 

" The old argument, signore." 

** Believe me, madam," said Muzio, without noticing 
her inattention, " men have human instincts and prefer 
deeds to promises. What is a charter but a piece of 
parchment ? Since you will not give them the spoils — 
I fear that your Masaniello's ideas on the subject of 
discipline and plunder are more excellent in theory than 
practice — you must none the less bind them to you with 
something stronger than mere words. You have still 
nearly a fortnight to wait before the arrival of the 
French — ^you see, I know your secrets — and much may 
happen in the interval. Suppose, for example, that the 
people throw you over and make their own terms with 
the Viceroy. Or suppose that they decline to share 
your Gallic sentiments and prefer mob-rule to Mazarin. 
Sir and madam, you are not fitted by nature for con- 
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spiracy. You must keep the people in play, bribe them 
to your interests. Give them money, madam, rich 
golden ducats by the handful, glittering tangible ducats 
which in their brutish eyes will outvalue all the trea- 
sures so wantonly consumed by you upon your bonfires. 
It is gold, heaped-up gold which prevails among the 
ignorant. Where the gold is, there will the heart of 
the populace be also. Not a hundred Cardinals with all 
the forces of anathema behind them may hope to with- 
stand the power of almighty gold." 

He sank back wearily and continued to mutter in an 
undertone. For myself, I shrugged my shoulders and 
said nothing. Donna Claudia proved more impatient. 

"Are we alchemists?" she said scornfully. "Can 
we make gold from lava ? Your advice is fair, signore 
— were we of the stamp of Battista Porta or Albertus 
Magnus ! " 

Muzio bent forward softly and patted me upon the 
knee. 

" Sir," he said, " I have journeyed much and far, and 
learnt to judge the character of men and women. And 
I have learnt to love liberty for its own sake, and not 
for the sake of those who preach it. I perceive that 
you have acquired the art of keeping silence ; I trust 
that you have further acquired that of thinking. I have 
come to you to-day with a suggestion ; to you especially, 
not because I think you better than your fellows, but 
because I fancy that you will better understand me. 
You are, sir, an indifferent chess-player, but you are 
not without a modicum of common-sense. I might have 
gone straight to Masaniello, I might have gone straight 
to II Signore. Like our Lady of Conspiracy, they 
would have formed their owtt conclusions ere I had 
finished speaking. You will again forgive me, madam. 
I know the hare-brained character of Neapolitans. 
Since I have been in Naples I have met but one man 
of discretion." 

" Yourself," retorted Donna Claudia quickly. 

"Perhaps," said Muzio. "And one woman." He 
bowed in shaking fashion, grinning slily. 
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Donna Claudia rose up and kissed him on the fore- 
head. 

"You dare say that," she cried. "You who have 
known me since my childhood ! " 

Muzio was chuckling to himself inaudibly. '* Ahem," 
he said, and turning to me, " Gro to the casement, sir, 
and tell me what you see there." 

I fell in with his mood and allowed my gaze to 
wander over the blue expanse of the Bay. 

" Water," I said laconically. 

The old man pulled himself erect with a sudden 
jerk. 

"Listen," he said. "To-night or to-morrow night 
there will be a sail upon that water, and a ship will cast 
anchor in the Bay. Those in command, knowing nothing 
of events on shore, will be unsuspecting. Immediately 
upon its arrival an officer of the German Guard will 
board the vessel." 

"And then?" cried Donna Claudia and I in the 
same breath. 

"The rest may be left to your discretion. It may 
be, indeed, that I shall be able to advise you. The 
officer will be yourself, signore. You are not a 
Neapolitan, and you are therefore the less likely to 
bungle matters in the scatter-brained fashion which 
distinguishes our Southerners. The details may be 
left till later. I would merely remark that every three 
years it is the custom for a ship to convey to Spain the 
plundered treasure of our citizens. The vessel will 
have already loaded a certain amount of cargo at 
Palermo — perhaps, who knows, at other places also. 
It would certainly be curious, not to say amusing, if, 
instead of collecting tribute from Naples, Spain were 
reluctantly compelled to contribute — shall we say the 
spoils of Sicily? — towards the Cause which for the 
moment we have so much at heart. ... I venture 
nothing more than a suggestion, maybe the idle dream- 
ing of an old and garrulous philosopher. But it would 
'^ be a pleasant surprise for Masaniello; it might even 
secure his position at a crisis. It is wonderful what an 
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effect may be produced by the spectacle of a few buckets 
full of gold." 

I was afoot and pacing. I seemed on the instant 
to be calculating many things: plannings, resources, 
chances. I fingered my sword and answered quietly : 

" I will attempt it." 

Muzio got to his feet. He nodded and grasped me 
by the hand. And with that there came a cry from 
Donna Claudia. 

" Signore," she said, " if you will permit a woman to 
join in this great enterprise " 

I laughed light-heartedly and her eyes met mine. 
She flung her arms about the neck of Muzio. 

" You dear old man," she said, *' you dear old man." 

But gruffly Muzio took our hands in his. > 

"Come," he said, with an affectation of impatifsiace. 
" Let usj go to the Mercato and see for ourselves what 
manner of man is this who rules the city." And turn- 
ing his head slightly as he drew us nearer, he quoted 
shrilly, — 

" Rari quippe boni, numero vix sunt totidem quot 
Thebarum portae, vel divitis ostia Nili," 

Donna Claudia glanced at him and me, then dis- 
engaged her hand from his and burst out laughing. 
'* I am no scholar," she said, curtseying. 



CHAPTER XVIII 

THE CAPTAIN-GENERAL 

Immediately above the gilt and ivory cabinet presented 
to me by the inhabitants of Venice in recognition of my 
services during the memorable succession of sea-fights 
which, in the year 1655, culminated in the crushing 
defeat sustained by the Turks at Scio, there hangs in 
my library a remarkable picture from the brush of Micco 
Spadaro portraying the market-place of Naples as it 
appeared under the short-lived government of Masani- 
ello. The Fisherman of Amalfi is represented seated 
upon a rough wooden platform, before which some rope- 
dancers are engaged in performing for his delectation. 
He wears long white linen slops or drawers, a blue shirt 
torn and dirty exposing his throat and breast, and is 
barefooted. A rusty sword hangs by his side, and he 
holds tightly clenched in his hand a small medallion of 
the Madonna del Carmine. The lower portion of the 
face expresses melancholy ; the mouth is sullen if not 
peevish ; the pose of the body is one of drooping lassi- 
tude; while the eyes, on the contrary, are sparkling 
with so great an animation and vivacity as almost to 
suggest an endeavour on the part of the artist to depict 
two dissimilar natures on a single countenance. This 
whimsical idea is heightened by a study of the details 
of the painting which, like all the productions of its 
author, is especially noticeable for the care bestowed 
upon its grouping and accessories. Posturing airily 
upon a taut-drawn rope we see a pair of gymnasts, 
the younger of whom, a lad in silken fleshings, appears 
to be blowing, kisses to the crowd. Below them their 

comrades are indulging in a variety of antics, some 
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executing somersaults and others lying upon their backs, 
while one is swallowing a sword and another breathing 
flames between his lips. They are surrounded by boys 
and young men, the former with little more than a cloth 
about their loins, the latter attired in gaudy raiment 
more often than not disfigured with bloodstains and 
partially destroyed by fire. Prominent among these last 
there stands a youthful stalwart figure, with fair hair and 
a pink and white complexion, in whom, with a natural 
bashfulness, despite the abundance of good looks with 
which the painter has endowed him, I am able to detect 
a certain resemblance to my forgotten self. Beside me, 
a dazzling vision of reposeful beauty, is Donna Claudia, 
and again beyond, with his back turned to the mounte- 
banks, a senile, shrivelled-up old man, with his mantle 
half-fallen from his shoulder as he essays to draw our 
notice to the scene upon which his gaze is fixed. There in 
the middle of the market-place, in strange juxtaposition to 
the riotous merriment about it, lies opposite to the Church 
of the Carmelites an open space at which a naked child 
is staring with a look of fascination and of shivering 
terror. His gaze is concentrated upon a number of 
bloody heads ranged in a double row around a marble 
pedestal, upon which there is no longer to be seen a 
statue; his hand is directed towards the gibbet, and 
hovers over a wheel upon which still lingers, doubled 
and convulsive, a half-dead remnant of humanity. Death 
in the centre, the multitude intent upon the gay and un- 
heeding acrobats, Masaniello blending as it were upon 
his countenance the conflicting passions of the moment : 
I have but to look up at Micco Spadaro's picture and 
the memories come to me with a rush, a flow of emotion, 
which, as I sit at my desk, wellnigh deprive me of 
coherent utterance. 

As the painter afterwards painted it from memory, so 
indeed was the scene when Donna Claudia, Don Muzio, 
and I found ourselves that day in the Mercato. My mind 
full of the scheme which had been propounded by the 
chess-player, I gave at first but scant attention to the rapid 
orders and instructions which from moment to moment 
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Masaniello was issuing to his lieutenants. But I heard 
enough, even before my curiosity in the proceedings 
moved me to draw nearer to the platform, to realise that 
the flight of the magistracy from Naples had served to 
develop in a simple fisherman qualities both of justice 
and organisation which would have done credit to one 
who from early youth had been trained in the principles 
of government. Now it was a question of the bakers 
who had forsaken their underground ovens, and whom 
only the enforcement of the strictest penalties could 
induce to return again to work ; now it was a matter of 
discipline affecting the large number of unruly strangers 
whom the hope of booty had brought into the city ; now 
it was an ordinance fixing the price of corn or fruit or 
wine; now it was a petition hurriedly thrust forward on 
the point of a halberd from among the crowd ; now the 
summary punishment of an offender whose greed had 
proved too strong for his obedience. 

Touching all these matters Masaniello issued his 
orders like an absolute ruler. A secretary sat below 
him to whom he frequently dictated, while in one of the 
houses abutting on the square a small printing-press 
had been installed, which struck off copies of his pro- 
clamations almost before the shaking of the ** polverino " 
or perforated sand-box had fully dried the ink upon 
them. A pile of these documents lay on the ground, and 
presently I crossed over and picked up one of the still 
damp sheets, anxious to see in what terms of authority 
the ordinance was couched. It was a broadside of the 
usual type, but bearing at its head the arms of Naples 
in substitution for the imperial eagle, and was directed 
against the " cortigiane *' and "donne di libera vita," 
who by their influence over the nobility had so materi- 
ally contributed towards the oppression of the people. 
Henceforth they were forbidden to let themselves be 
seen along the Mergellina, then the most favoured pro- 
menade among all classes, or to sail in a felucca to 
Posilipo, one of the principal amusements. The dis- 
obedient were to be whipped. They were not to appear 
in the inns and other places of entertainment; should 
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they do so, the woman was to be scourged and the host 
fined. 

Another broadside prohibited the public gaming-houses 
from reopening their doors until the restoration of quiet 
in the city. By another it was forbidden for any un- 
authorised person to show himself in the streets after 
the second hour of the night. By another all priests 
were to present themselves that it might be ascertained 
whether they were real ecclesiastics or banditti in dis- 
guise. Not the minutest detail of discipline seemed to 
have escaped the attention of the Captain-General. No 
wonder that, as I drew the notice of Donna Claudia to 
these examples of his energy, I felt myself fanned into 
a new enthusiasm. 

Presently Masaniello threw his head back and 
shouted to the mountebanks to cease their fooling. An 
old man stood before him, a lined and wrinkled figure 
in a threadworn garment. He was speaking with fer- 
vour, and emphasising his words with what seemed 
almost coaxing gestures, while Masaniello, on the con- 
trary, was sitting in an attitude of half-dull weariness, 
his eyes staring vacantly before him and his lips shut 
tightly. Donna Claudia saw my look of inquiry and 
smiled. 

"It is Giulio Genuino," she said, "once the pam- 
pered young favourite of the Duke of Ossuna who 
ruled here half a century ago as Viceroy. I have heard 
that he was exiled, and as a wanderer played many parts 
— that of a galley slave among the others. Indeed, 
there is no one better acquainted with the coast of 
Barbary." 

She watched him for a while and went on scornfully. 
" He believes that he has a head for conspiracy although 
he is but a windbag in such matters. My brother 
has had experience and to spare of his wise counsels. 
Even his sojourn among the Oran pirates has failed to 
lessen the esteem in which he holds himself Did you 
question him, I doubt not you would learn that to him 
and him alone belongs the major credit for our efforts. 
Masaniello will soon discover that a multitude of such 
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advisers is one of the penalties of rulership< See ! He 
is dismissing him." 

Masaniello had stood up suddenly with a gesture of 
impatience. 

*' By the will of God and of the people, I am no more 
a humble fisherman. But if I rule this city, I rule it 
not in the interests of individuals, but in the interests 
of all without distinction. You have made a mistake, 
my friend, and you may go." 

He remained immovable while the other left him, 
scanning the scene idly. Then he yawned and 
stretched himself. In an instant he was pirouetting 
gaily on the platform and singing as though no cares 
had ever troubled him. 

"I am tired of work," he called out merrily, as he 
leapt to the ground and came towards us. Donna 
Claudia greeted him with a reverential curtsey. 

" Honour where honour is due," she cried ; " you are 
a king now, Maso, and may not be addressed without 
due ceremony. Permit me to pay my devoirs to your 
Majesty." 

Masaniello smiled, but the smile had a touch of sad- 
ness in it. 

"Not king but captain." And he took her hand in 
his and raised her. " Thanks to yourself and to your 
Company we have struck a blow for liberty which, 
when we are dust, will echo still in Naples. I, I have 
accomplished nothing. But by Holy San Gennaro " — 
he crossed himself and again his eyes flashed fire — '* by 
Holy San Gennaro — you called me king just now in 
mockery. The world may some day learn how it came 
to pass that a simple fisher-lad refused a kingdom, re- 
fused to exchange his rags for the glittering tinsel of a 
— of a — I wonder if I should have grown as pompous 
as His Corpulence ! " 

**What do you mean?" said Donna Claudia very 
quickly. He had started running round her like a 
school-boy. 

"Mean! Why, that five times to-day the people 
have offered me a crown, that men have knelt upon 
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their knees before me pleading that they might call me 
Majesty — men who have found even a Viceroy too 
great a burden for themselves and families. Old 
Genuino was the last of them. You heard my answer." 

" Maso the First ! " I detected a tremble in her voice. 
" The finest city in the world pining for its true king, 
your own friends asking no better than to call you 
master. Ah me, in your place, Maso — If only Naples 
were strong enough to stand alone I For the sake of 
the city, Maso ! Why not a brief reign and a glorious ? 
There would be fighting, bloodshed. But if you won, 
if you won, Maso ! " 

Ere the passion of her final words had ebbed, he had 
stopped in his running and was pointing to the row of 
heads upon the pikes. 

" Killing ! " he whispered. " Killing ! Those stood 
in the way of liberty and for that I killed them. Would 
you have me take life to ensure my own advancement 
merely, cause needless suffering — I, I have also suffered. 
Do you not know that I have suffered ? " 

Donna Claudia waited for a moment, then spoke 
quietly. 

" Maso," she began, but Masaniello had turned away 
and I saw that he was sobbing. She looked at me 
instead with a world of compassion in her manner. 

"His wife was taken from him by order of Don 
Diomed Carafa. They had been married but a fort- 
night." 

I gasped incredulously. " I understood that at one 
time — some matter of taxation — some " 

"Sir," she said softly, "to save her then he sold 
his worldly all. This was a later occasion. She was 
too beautiful to live — and died by torture." 

The piazza resounded with a shout of " Viva ! " The 
coach of the Cardinal rumbled by us and came to a 
stand beside the platform. Masaniello raised a tear- 
stained face and dropped to his knees as the Cardinal 
alighted. 

^^ Figlio miOf^ said His Eminence, "God have you 
and hold you in His holy keeping." 
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He blessed him and drew him on one side and talked 
with him. 

We strolled, the rest of us, about the square in 
silence, not without some curiosity as to what might 
be the purport of this sudden interview. While we had 
been speaking the Mercato had emptied of its numbers 
and we were almost alone, with the exception of the 
mountebanks, who were engaged in packing up their 
tools and instruments. I was watching the change on 
Masaniello's countenance — he seemed to be drinking in 
the words of the Cardinal like wine of vintage — when 
we came across Salvator Rosa gazing pensively at the 
tortured figure on the wheel. 

"The fellow is dead," he said abruptly. "Had 
he lived a few moments longer I might have sketched 
him. But the wheel is too commonplace a form of 
torture. What do you say to a study of Regulus in 
the spiked cask as a subject for my next picture, 
Claudia ? " 

"There are other matters to be thought of," she 
answered. "That, for instance." And she pointed 
significantly to Masaniello. 

" Body of a dog ! " exclaimed her brother. " If it 
comes to a tussle I back myself against the seven 
Churches. There is more than a single road which 
leads to Corinth." 

His gestures and his tones were so exaggerated that 
I ceased to listen to his further boastings. Indeed, by 
now my attention was riveted on Masaniello. He was 
standing before the Cardinal with set lips, clenched 
hands, and an expression which seemed to mingle pain 
and pleasure : a man whose thoughts were no more of 
this earth but soaring heavenwards. Now he sent his 
glance wandering about the square, now fixed it on the 
Cardinal. And now he prayed, and His Eminence bent 
over him and prayed with him. Presently he broke 
out into a long-drawn cry of passion. ^^ Adoramus 
tCy Christe, quia per crucem tuam redemisti mundumJ^ 
The Cardinal said something to him, and he came 
towards us. 
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I heard a curious sound, half oath, half groan, pro- 
ceeding from Salvator Rosa. Masaniello was like a 
man in a trance. He walked to U Signore, and the 
sound of his voice thrilled through me. 

" Comrade," he said, " the Duke of Arcos has sent to 
me and offered to make me the second in the city: to be 
the leader of the people, to advise, to exercise a right of 
veto in the Council : to have power henceforth to main- 
tain the rights of the suffering and helpless." 

I envied the other the skill with which he suddenly 
controlled himself. 

" A clever ruse," was all he said, " but is there not 
the King of Spain to be considered ? " 

The Cardinal had glided up in front of us. 

" The King of Spain commands in Madrid, the Vice- 
roy of the King of Spain in Naples. I, Cardinal Arch- 
bishop, pledge my sacred word both for myself and for 
His Excellency." 

Salvator Rosa opened his mouth and shut it. Then 
he quietly withdrew, and went with Masaniello out of 
earshot. On his return I remarked that his hands were 
restless like a gambler's. 

" It is for Masaniello to decide," he said. He picked 
up a straw, placed it between his teeth and chewed it. 
The Cardinal was reading from a breviary. 

They must have stood so for five minutes while, as it 
seemed to me, the fate of France or Spain hung in the 
balance. The mountebanks had paused in the middle 
of their packing, and were staring at us. Around the 
grisly trophies in the centre were some children playing. 
One of them stopped in his scurrying and gazed up 
solemnly at Masaniello. m , 

"The Cause, comrade," said II Signore, and he 
stooped and patted the child upon the forehead. 

" Not dreams but actions," said the Cardinal, " the 
practical welfare of the people." 

A convulsive sob burst from the fisherman. " God ! 
God ! " he cried. " Help me to do what is best for 
these unhappy people ! " 

He swayed like an aspen, took one step towards 

M 
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Salvator Rosa, then turned and flung himself before 
the Cardinal. 

II Signore laughed and strode off capidly. 

" In chess/' said a croaking voice behind me, " in 
chess as in life a Knight is often less useful than a 
Bishop. I remember hearing once from Salvio — Ugh, 
sir, let us about our business. I was not far wrong 
when I suggested that a shipload of ducats would be 
needed." 

I glanced up at the Cardinal. His thin lips were 
curved with the faintest suspicion of a smile. Masaniello 
was clinging to his feet and kissing them. 

We moved off in pursuit of II Signore, and I dis- 
covered suddenly that Donna Claudia was weeping. 



CHAPTER XIX 

THE TREASURE GALLEON 

How well I remember the blank look of astonishment 
which came over Salvator Rosa when Donna Claudia 
gave him her instructions. It was on the morning 
following the official recognition by the Viceroy of the 
leadership of Masaniello, and arrangements were already 
in progress for a meeting between Duke and Fisherman. 
Salvator Rosa had his own plans, doubtless, for the 
word despair was never found in his vocabulary, but 
for the moment indeed it seemed as though the insurrec- 
tion had come to an abrupt conclusion with the practical 
attainment of its object : namely, the right of the people 
to an equal voice with the nobility in fiscal and domestic 
government. Yet in reality the issue remained unaltered. 
The flame had been kindled, and with further fuel might 
easily be brought to burn with the same brightness as 
before. The influence of the Cardinal over the super- 
stitious character of Masaniello might be one thing : the 
attitude of the populace was quite another. The arrival 
of the French fleet in the Bay would test the true 
temper of the people. Hence the problem really re- 
solved itself into one of time, and in that respect 
at least the advantage lay with us. Thanks to the 
Company of Death the approaches of the city had been 
so closely guarded since the commencement of the out- 
break that we were fully confident that no armed force 
could venture within a range of many miles without 
detection. As a matter of fact there were no Spanish 

troops nearer than Tuscany, and our own strength in 
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the city was more than sufficient to cope with any 
locally levied body sent against us. We could afford 
to watch developments. The object was the same to 
the Cardinal as to ourselves : to humour the people and 
so gain them to one side or the other. With true diplo- 
matic cunning he had gauged the influence of Masaniello. 
The counter-blow of Salvator Rosa still lay locked in 
the breast of that astute conspirator. 

And meanwhile, matters wavering in the balance, I 
had it in my power to throw into the scale that weight 
of gold which counts for more than all diplomacy. The 
keen vision of Donna Claudia had that morning espied 
the anxiously awaited sail on the horizon, and I in my 
turn was about to play the hero. Preparations had 
been completed, a score of trusty comrades, picked by 
Donna Claudia, primed to their task and bound to 
secrecy. " It was to be a surprise," she said, with 
womanly love of mystery, nor would she take her 
brother into confidence. " He is too hasty, too pas- 
sionate, and a slip would ruin everything. Besides 
he has the artistic temperament, and to men of his 
stamp money has no value." * 

Whence it came about that he presented that look 
of blank astonishment which I have mentioned. 

"Brother," she had said to him with charming 
simplicity of manner, " at the far end of the Mergellina 
there is to be found a little jutting promontory. This 
evening at nightfall you will be at that point with the 
Company. There will be fighting.*' 

He answered nothing for a time and stared at her. 
Then he guffawed gently. 

" Fighting ? " he said. " What kind of fighting ? " 

" That is our secret," she cried, resting her hands 
upon his shoulders. " But it will be real fighting and 
not make-believe. You must be armed to the teeth, 
concealed among the bushes, a full five score of you, 
and silent as the grave. At nightfall, mind you. And 
fail not at your peril." 

" Claudia," — his tone had, I thought, a touch of cold- 
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ness — "you are over-fond of mysteries. Who is this 
enemy ? " 

"Your eyes will tell you/' she said gaily. "Lie 
still and keep them fixed upon the water/' 

And seeing no doubt his growing sternness, she put 
up her cheek to his. " It is only a woman's secret, 
brother, but more than you think may come of it. 
Remember that I trust to your obedience." 

We left him standing stroking his beard and looking 
after us. Donna Claudia waved her hand to him as we 
turned round the corner. 

" And now, signore," she flashed the saying at me, 
** A chi vuolfarcy non manca chefareJ' 

We made our way to the rocks below the tomb of 
Virgil, and there separated for the purpose of assuming 
our disguises. 

That our scheme was a hazardous one we were only 
too well aware, yet when we assembled later at the 
rendezvous I doubt whether a thought of danger 
crossed our minds. Thanks to the ingenuity of old 
Don Muzio and the resourcefulness of Donna Claudia, 
dlir make-up was such as reduced us all to merriment. 
There was I in uniform — the gala uniform which I had 
donned but once — now stained with mire, bedraggled 
with damp and clay, here spotted with blood, here torn 
and dishevelled, the gold and lace half-ripped from the 
gay facings — I, with a bloodstained bandage round my 
brow and my left arm suspended uselessly in a strip of 
coarse blue linen bandage. Donna Claudia herself was 
in no better plight, for — thanks again to old Don Muzio 
— ^her pallor rivalled mine in realistic lividness, and the 
rich robe which she wore bore manifest traces of the 
indignities which had left a scarlet weal from nose to 
forehead. The others — madcap painters every one of 
them, and enjoying the desperate frolic as only madcaps 
can — were but a piteous sight to look upon in the 
ragged remnants of the liveries which had once adorned 
the rowers of the state viceregal barge. Many were 
bleeding or with traces of blood upon their raiment. 
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while one unhappy wight was earnestly engaged in 
practising the piteous moans which later would betray 
his agony. Battista Bove, especially, with all the 
exuberance of his eighteen years, had carried his dis- 
guise to such a pitch of perfection that, even as I noted 
his lack-lustre stare and the tender solicitude with 
which he nursed his injured limb, I could hardly bring 
myself to believe that his wound was not real or that 
his writhing feebleness was counterfeit. In a word, 
there was not one of us but bore upon his person some 
indication of the grievous peril to which he had been 
exposed, some abiding memory of the bestial fury of 
the suddenly awakened populace. 

As we loosened the state barge from its moorings and 
I saw how the very hangings were stained with the 
marks of conflict, the gilded eagle missing from the 
stern, the Genoese carpet sodden with dirt and trampled, 
I realised how much we owed to the inventive stage- 
craft of the famous chess-player. He gave us a final 
scrutiny from the bank before we started, but, indeed, 
it would have been impossible to find scope for im- 
provement. 

"The rest lies with yourselves," he said at last. 
" You will be careful not to overdo the acting." 

Not another word would the singular old man vouch- 
safe us, not a syllable of encouragement to cheer us on 
our enterprise. As we settled down into our places, 
I saw him alone among the bushes, his head wagging, 
and a skinny hand pointing to the distant seascape. 
When I turned round again he was seated on the 
herbage and reading quietly from a great folio volume 
which seemed to have come to him mysteriously from 
nowhere. 

We rowed for the most part silently, absorbed in the 
study of our fancied ailments, until presently, as the 
shore receded from us, Battista Bove struck up the old 
air, " O, dolce Napoli, O suol beato," and we lay upon 
our oars for a brief breathing-space. When we went 
on again we were in no mood for jesting. The plain- 
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tive melody with its haunting hngering refrain, ** Addio, 
NapoU ! " had awakened us to a true sense of the peril 
of our undertaking. 

The rowers limp and dragging their arms with mani- 
fest pain and weariness, here and there a moaning 
body stretched prostrate upon the velvet carpet, 
Donna Claudia huddled beside me in the centre 
with hands close pressed against her aching forehead : 
in such guise laboured the great barge through the 
waters. 

Making a bee-line for Vico, we sighted La Villa, 
Portici, Resina, toiled slowly by Torre del Greco, came 
at last to Castellammare and Pozzano. The treasure 
galleon lay idly in the Bay beyond the promontory rock 
of Vico, and putting the barge in her direction, I gave 
the final instructions to my comrades. 

There was a look of intensest gravity upon the faces 
of the men before I finished, and I was eyeing them with 
some astonishment when of a sudden my glance hap- 
pened to light beyond, and I needed no more to make 
me understand. We had certainly not overrated the 
hazardous nature of the task before us. 

She was a galleon of unusual magnitude, and I do 
not wonder that my heart throbbed strangely as I took 
in her details. Her sides were richly adorned with 
emblems and mottoes in gold, but these I hardly 
noticed. She had three decks and four masts, and her 
ports were bristling with armament— cannon royal, 
cannon serpentine, bastard cannon, demi-cannon, and 
cannon petro. The standard of Spain floated proudly 
at her main-top-gallant-masthead. 

Such was the Salvador del Mundo^ the treasure ship 
which every three years collected and brought to Spain 
the tribute of the conquered provinces. I am not 
ashamed to admit that as we drew nearer, I envied 
Donna Claudia her self-possession. The decks were 
crowded with faces staring at us, yet she never flinched 
from her attitude of weariness nor cast more than 
a single glance upon the foe before us. For myself. 
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the strain of those few minutes proved almost un- 
bearable, and I doubt not that the others thought so 
with me. 

Happily all things have an end, and presently we 
came alongside. A moment later and for the first time 
in my life I stood upon the quarter-deck of a Spanish 
first-rate. 

I lay no claim to the pretensions of an actor — the 
life of a soldier yields small scope for the exercise 
of mimicry — but it seems that at all events on that 
occasion I acquitted myself creditably. My words 
and how I said them I have long since forgotten, but 
they had the effect of a bombshell upon the officers 
assembled. Amid the '* Carajo ! " and " Caratnba ! " 
and what not of the excited Spaniards, the captain 
alone continued to look thoughtful. 

" An outbreak of the populace, you tell me, seflor ? 
His Excellency in the hands of the insurgents ? " 

I answered feebly yet with a certain show of spirit. 

"We were embarking in the barge," I said. "The 
guard was overpowered. His Excellency commanded 
me to save the lady " 

" Carajo ! the lady. There is a lady with you ? " 

And ere I could say further Donna Claudia faltered 
on to the quarter-deck, leaning for assistance upon 
Battista Bove, and with the others following. Her 
voice and gesture were inimitable. 

"Seflor, I am Donna Claudia di Castelnuovo Bran- 
caccio di Prospero di Bisignano." 

The man was now all courtesy and attention as with 
a sweeping bow he placed a seat for her and ordered 
the officers to retire out of earshot. 

"You are wounded, madam," he said anxiously, 
" and would see the surgeon ? The services of all of 
us are henceforth at your disposal." 

She smiled ever so faintly. 

"Nay, nay, not wounded, at least that is— do not 
mistake me, sir." And she turned upon him almost 
hysterically in the midst of his solicitude and vapid 
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compliments. He had done nothing but drink in her 
beauty since she came aboard. 

"Have you not heard that the lazzaroni have risen 
in the city ? They are putting every one to death. The 
Viceroy — ah, see there, seftor." She shuddered as she 
pointed. 

Smoke hung over Naples in the distance. A dozen 
tongues of fire were piercing through the atmosphere. 
We did not deem it necessary to explain that they 
arose from bonfires ignited by Don Muzio. 

" Mother of God ! " said the Spaniard. For a ship's 
captain his mind seemed singularly incapable of quick 
perception, and I fancy that our sudden apparition had 
befogged what little intelligence he possessed. I doubt 
not, indeed, that he had obtained his present appoint- 
ment less on the strength of merit than court favour. 
Donna Claudia took in the situation at a glance. " If 
I were only a man," she muttered, and she flung a look 
upon the captain which ensured his prompt submission. 
He said something as to the necessity of action, queried 
as to whether he should bring his guns to bear upon 
the city, floundered amid pros and cons and lady- 
killing courtesies. Then, while he waited deferentially, 
she hurled her plan of campaign at him and brought 
him to realities. 

" Senor, if you be the man I take you for, you will 
have rescued the Viceroy before nightfall. To the 
boats, sir. Embark your crew and earn the undying 
gratitude of unborn generations. These lazzaroni groan 
against the taxes, and they hold a Viceroy as their 
hostage. Would you have them tear from Spain the 
finest jewel in her diadem? Guns! Guns! To 
bombard the city ! Bah, sir, what we want are men, 
not guns. Let us show the world what a rabble is 
worth in face of discipline. O God, if I were but a 
man — and you stand mooning like a woman." 

He flickered up with a spark of her enthusiasm, stared 
for a while, saluted. He summoned an officer to his side. 
A whistle rang out, then orders, sharp, peremptory. 
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I leaned against a culverin watching the preparations 
and keeping a languid eye upon the members of our 
party. As yet they had brought no suspicion on them- 
selves, and scattered along the decks were lounging 
or lying in unrestful attitudes, more heedful of their 
hurts than of the busy scene about them. To me, I 
remember, unused as I then was to the rigid discipline 
which prevails upon a ship of war, it was nothing short 
of marvellous to note the rapidity with which order 
was evolved from chaos. One moment everything 
seemed bustle and confusion, the next the boats had 
been lowered and the crew were clambering down into 
their places. 

I could hear Donna Claudia giving information to 
the captain : the details of the attack upon us, her 
fears for the safety of the Viceroy and the nobility, 
the absence of military in the city, a rough and, I 
fear, exaggerated estimate of the numbers and equip- 
ment of the revolutionists. Once more she warned 
him of the necessity for caution in quelling the disorder, 
enjoined him presently to effect a secret landing — 
"Battista Bove here will accompany you and guide 
you to a safe spot on the Mergellina." 

And the poor fool, with eyes for nothing save her 
beauty, and lost in the vision of glory and recompense 
which she created, swallowed the whole without a 
murmur. Nor did Donna Claudia hesitate when in 
an affected spirit of chivalry he besought of her some 
gage or talismanic token by virtue of which he might 
lead his troops to victory. I had difficulty in restrain- 
ing my laughter when I saw him pin the brooch into 
his hat. He lingered at the vessel's side for what 
seemed an unconscionable time before he had finished 
his farewells, but at last he called out to know if all 
was ready. Just as he was about to enter the boat 
he did me the honour to remember my existence. 

" If your wounds, seftor, permit of your joining our 
little party, I can find room for you beside me." 

His tone was courtesy personified, but I had been 
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prepared for something of the kind, and by ill-luck a 
sudden faintness overcame me. He uttered an exclama- 
tion of compassion and delayed no longer. When I 
rose to my feet again, the boats — there were some six 
of them close packed from stern to stern — were already 
swishing through the water. 

"So far so good," said Donna Claudia, seating 
herself and gazing round her. She beckoned to one 
of our comrades who was limping past us. 

" How many remain to be disposed of? " 

The man grinned slily. "Barely a score," he answered, 
" exclusive of a couple of surgeons and a very youthful 
officer with a most rare down upon his upper lip." 

" So your hint succeeded," I put in, laughing likewise. 
" I heard you impress upon your conquest of a captain 
the necessity of a full muster in view of the serious 
nature of the task before him." 

Donna Claudia was looking at her finger-tips. "Ay," 
she said, " but I marvel that the surgeons " 

The man before her broke in apologetically. 

"We were compelled to gag them on the quiet. 
They wanted to examine Cozzolino's leg in the hope 
of amputation, and we had to act immediately. Fortu- 
nately the noise escaped unnoticed, and I discovered 
a safe corner for them. We are not likely to be troubled 
by their gentle offices in future." 

"Then we have nothing to do," I said, "save wait 
until the boats are out of sight beyond the headland. 
I misdoubt me, however, that we have despatched a 
pretty handful for the Company." 

"You need not fear," said Donna Claudia. "The 
Company will be reinforced for the occasion. I dropped 
a hint to Falcone on the subject. Meanwhile, in an 
unhappy moment, here comes our sprig of a lieutenant 
to amuse us." 

He was a gay young spark who seemed to have put 
on his holiday clothes to do us honour, for his fingers 
glistened with rings, and his richly-laced costume 
exhaled an atmosphere of perfume. His round, honest. 
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boyish face was aglow with frank admiration as he 
made himself known to Donna Claudia. 

"I have ordered a cabin to be prepared for your 
accommodation," he said; "you will need rest, refresh- 
ment, after your terrible experience." 

She thanked him with winning candour, for, with all 
his foppery, it was easy to see that he was other than a 
boudoir popinjay. Indeed, after the first conventional 
courtesies were over, he adopted a simple, unaffected 
manner of speech and an engaging desire for our 
comfort which almost caused me to regret the un- 
pleasant surprise which it would be my duty presently 
to spring upon him. 

" If you would so far condescend as to honour me 
with your company in the ward-room," he ventured 
with charming diffidence, '* a glass of wine might not 
be unacceptable." 

He hung waiting on her words, and beamed with 
delight when we accepted. I liked him better than ever 
after that, for my throat was like a limekiln, and I felt 
as though I could have swallowed a hogshead at a 
draught. After the first sip or two even Donna Claudia 
warmed towards him, and drew him out to tell us 
of himself and his adventures. 

Nothing loth, he prattled to us gaily while the 
precious minutes sped by which lay between him and 
the shock of his awakening. Young as he was — he can 
scarce have numbered nineteen summers — he had seen 
much of the world during his period of service, for his 
talk was largely of the Southern Seas, of Tarapaca, 
Cyppo, Mindanao, and such outlandish places whence, 
as I gathered, he had but recently returned in the 
Cacafuego under Don Ruy de Ramiro. However inter- 
esting his conversation — and I for one could have gone 
on listening for hours to his strange stories of islands 
clasped round by forlorn seas, and giant Indians who 
regarded the sea-wanderers as gods — I did not allow 
my imagination to get the better of my prudence, and it 
was not long ere on some trivial pretext I found an 
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opportunity of quitting them, and hastened once more 
upon the quarter-deck. 

The boats were out of sight and past the headland : 
that was the first thing I noticed. The second, that my 
comrades were becoming impatient to display their 
mettle. Not that to secure the vessel promised to 
prove other than an easy matter. A cask of wine had 
been broached upon the forecastle, and my gallant mad- 
caps, with the exception of two or three who sat apart 
groaning over their hurts, were fraternising with the 
unsuspecting remnant of the crew in a fashion which 
would have lulled the most suspecting into a sense of 
false security. I called to one of my men — Mercurio 
Valentino, a pupil of Andrea Vaccaro, if I remember 
rightly — and questioned him. 

"They are all here," he answered, "all except the 
ship's cat and !he two surgeons. We wait but the word 
to overpower them. They outnumber us somewhat, 
but we have our daggers on us, and if they attempt to 
resist, they will quickly know the consequence." 

" In three minutes then from now," I said. " I leave 
it to you to give the signal. The rope is in readiness 
with which to bind them ? " 

" You may trust us for that," he exclaimed. " There 
is a coil of their own ship's rope upon the forecastle." 

I went back to the ward-room. The youth was still 
in the middle of his reminiscences. 

" In this place also," he was saying as I entered, " we 
discovered bats as big as large hens, and an abundance 
of cray-fish of such exceeding bigness that one was very 
good and restoring meat for no less than four hungry 
stomachs at a dinner." 

I got behind him unnoticed, and suddenly whipping 
out my blade, had the point at his throat before he had 
realised my presence. 

" I am sorry, sefior," I said, " but I must trouble you 
to unhook your sword and hand it to the lady opposite. 
You need not draw it from its scabbard." I pricked him 
very gently just to let him know I was in earnest. 
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He never turned a hair, but sat staring at Donna 
Claudia with eyes like saucers. Such a picture of 
incredulous wonder did he present that I laughed 
outright as, still holding my point to his throat, I 
softly took his sword from him. The boy started back 
with a cry: up to that moment he seemed hardly to 
have understood me. 

" Come, come, young gentleman," said Donna Claudia, 
"you had better accept the situation as you find it. 
Already your ship is in our power. It is your fool 
of a captain, not yourself, who is to blame for your 
predicament." 

There was a welcome scuffling overhead, followed by 
a splash, and then another. 

" You cowards," he cried passionately, " If you want 
to kill me, kill me." He folded his arms defiantly. '* A 
Spanish officer does not surrender." 

Donna Claudia smiled, for just then Valentino 
swaggered down the ladder. 

" It is all over, God and His Saints be praised. We 
had to fling two overboard, but the rest gave in like 
lambs. Let us hope that II Signore will deal as easily 
with those we sent to meet him." 

The young officer choked back something in his 
throat and tried to whistle. He was leaning over the 
table in a desperate endeavour to seem unconcerned. 
Donna Claudia seized me by the arm, and we went to 
the door and left him. As she turned the key in the 
lock, her breast was heaving. " Poor boy," she said, 
and I, too, in my heart of hearts, am not ashamed to 
own that I felt sorry for him. 

Sentiment, however, is apt to be short-lived when 
there is plunder to be looked to, and the magnitude of 
our haul was such as to make us quickly forget all other 
considerations, save the luck which had befallen us. 
The gold lay in massive iron-bound chests, piled one 
upon the other, and my imagination positively reeled as 
I endeavoured to arrive at a computation of its value. 
My comrades were wellnigh delirious with joy and 



The Treasure Galleon 191 

laughter as we explored the hidden riches of the vessel. 
No wonder that as we awaited the approach of nightfall 
before sailing to the city with our booty, my men were 
beside themselves with their excitement, and the wine 
was once more flowing fast and furious. The thing was 
laughable : a monster jest which would carry our fame 
to all posterity. 



CHAPTER XX 

LOVE IS ENOUGH 

Needless to say, I allowed free scope to the rejoicings, 
contenting myself with seeing that the prisoners were 
secure and a guard placed over them. It was one of 
those occasions when a certain licence was permissible. 
We were but a score or so all told, and we had cap- 
tured the treasure galleon of the proudest king in 
Christendom. There was justification and to spare 
when Morgano, the Capriote fisherman turned sculptor, 
was heard declaring that henceforth the streets of 
Naples would be paved with gold instead of lava. 

Donna Claudia was radiant, went so far as to drain 
a bumper in honour of the uproarious applause with 
which the mention of my name was greeted. " I was 
not mistaken in you," she kept saying, and her eyes 
were hovering about me in a way which made my pulse 
beat at a gallop. What foolishness we talked, God 
only knows. We were happy, supremely happy, in our 
triumph. At last, however, Donna Claudia character- 
istically grew thoughtful. "The officer," she said. I 
nodded in a bantering spirit, for I had noted the enthu- 
siasm which possessed her during his talk about the 
Indies, and presently she went in search of the cabin 
where we had left him prisoner. 

" Oh davant di maridassi 
Nome rosis e nome flors ! 
E po dopo maritadis 
Nome spinis e dolors ! " 

It was a gaunt, shock-headed painter from Friuli in 

the North who sang it : a cry of sadness, disappoint- 
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ment, which really has a touch of pathos in it. ** Ah, 
before one marries it's only roses, only flowers ! But, 
once married, it's only thorns and sorrow!" The 
burden, certainly, was hardly such as I should have 
chosen under the circumstances, but the men joined in 
it with a will, holding hands and dancing as they did 
so. Even I ere long, as song followed song and ballad 
ballad, began to catch the inspiration of these strange 
comrades of mine who carolled out their rejoicing in 
such melancholy strains of wistfulness and disillusion. 

" Bis auf das Feld von Lutzen, 
Da traf die Kugel recht, 
Da lag in seinem Blute 
Der treue und der gute, 
Der tapfre Landesknecht" 

I gave them the pathetic, stirring ballad which I had 
sung so often in our Schloss at Freiburg, and lost 
though were words and sentiment upon them, they 
seized on the melody and shouted it in chorus until the 
vessel rang with it 

" Der tapfre Landesknecht ! " Donna Claudia had 
returned, and was repeating the words in the quaintest 
of Italian accents. I made room smiling. 

" What of your youthful conquest ? Has he become 
reconciled to his captivity ? Or is he heart-whole ? " 

But she put her finger to her lips, and blushed and 
frowned, and would not answer me. And then she 
stood up in the midst of us, and her rich full voice burst 
out into a song of tragedy and passion. The theme 
was the execution of the boy-king Conradin — Corradino, 
little Conrad, as the Neapolitans have always called 
him — and his comrade Frederick of Baden: the two 
brave German lads with whom perished the last hope 
of happiness for Naples. As for Charles of Anjou, the 
slayer, he has left a name at which men spit. Four 
centuries already have execrated his memory, and it 
may well be that as many more will execrate it. His 
victims lie in the Church of the Carmine, in a leaden 
coffin, a bright unspeckled sheathless sword beside 
them. " Regis Corradini Corpus ! " Long before Donna 

N 
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Claudia had finished, the men had doffed their caps and 
were grouped about her in a circle reverently. The 
measured wash of the waves against the vessel's sides 
was the only sound that broke upon the singing. 

And so we sang and listened and quaffed the costly 
vintage of the Spaniard, until the faint brown haze 
crept from the hill-tops and the first touch of evening 
chilled the atmosphere. The sun was dropping fast 
behind Posilipo, and wide flashes of gold were spread- 
ing all over the cup-shaped Bay. Between the two 
horns of the gulf the dark peaks of Capri caught the 
light, and presently the shore where Sorrento lies began 
to quiver softly in the sunset. Vesuvius was black and 
grim and threatening : a column of vapoury smoke was 
mounting slowly from its suiiimit, and stretched across 
the paling sky like a banner floating defiantly from some 
tall citadel. It was time to think of moving, to sail to 
the city with our plunder. 

I got up with a sigh and shook myself. 

" You have not yet answered my question about the 
officer," I yawned slily. Donna Claudia was watching 
the gold and purple lights upon the water. 

She laughed. '* He is only a boy," she said. " He 
gave me his parole and I released him." 

*' You did what ? " I shouted. 

'* He looked so unhappy sitting there in the cabin, 
that when he promised not to interfere with the priso- 
ners I told him he might have the run of the lower 
decks. I talked to him like a mother. You can have 
no idea how miserable he seemed and woebegone. His 
gratitude was delightful. Have I done wrong ? I have 
not done wrong, have I ? " 

I had said nothing, but I doubt not that the expres- 
sion of my face was all-sufficient. " He is only a boy," 
she cried again, and tapped her foot upon the deck im- 
patiently. I strode off to the centre of the vessel, and 
she followed me. 

" What did I tell you ? " she exclaimed, but as I fancy 
more in relief than triumph. " See there. And you 
thought — I wonder what you did think ? " 
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My thoughts, however, were no longer what they had 
been, for there at the foot of the ladder, seated with his 
back to a half-closed door behind him, was the officer 
himself, whose unexpected liberation had supplied the 
cause for my uneasiness. He was engaged in smoking 
a short pipe — a habit to which I have never been able 
to accustom myself — and seemed to be lost in medita- 
tion. I noticed that his face looked ten years older, 
and that his hand trembled visibly when he beheld us. 
But he greeted us courteously enough, albeit clearly 
with an effort. 

" You do not object ? " he said, watching the smoke 
sail upwards. ''I learnt it among the Indians, and it 
has become second nature to me." 

Donna Claudia bent over the railing merrily with 
another laugh in my direction as I continued to peer 
down suspiciously. 

" Smoke on," she answered, '* if it gives you pleasure. 
I dare warrant it is not the only strange custom you 
have brought with you from the Indies." 

I laughed in my turn. In those Southern countries 
laughter is too apt to prove infectious, and the dejection 
of the lad was such as quickly dispelled my appre- 
hensions. 

" I have heard tell," said I, " of lands where the 
barbarous heathens cause dead bodies first to be boiled, 
and then to be pounded in a mortar until at last these 
come to a kind of pulp, which they mingle with their 
wine and drink it." 

" And I," cried Donna Claudia, " of lands where it is 
deemed an office of piety in children to kill their fathers 
at a certain age." 

"And I," said the boy quietly, "of rebels whose 
over-confidence has involved their own destruction." 

The change in his tone was so sudden and so marked 
that I stared at him bewildered. His face was grey and 
drawn and the veins were swollen, but his eyes shot 
defiance at us. Then he flung wide the door behind 
him, and I leapt to the ladder with a shout. Halfway 
down on the fifth rung I stopped as a man petrified. 
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'* You will do well not to descend further," he cried 
out. ''It so happens that these casks are filled with 
powder." 

They lay in a long row open, a score of devilish, 
death-dealing ammunition barrels. He held his pipe in 
his hand suspended near them. 

I reached the top again and stood there panting. Some 
men would have essayed a rush, trusted to chance and 
a quick grapple. I was from the North, and vain 
enough to fancy myself wiser. He was but a lad, and 
a lad is wont to love his life, however bravely he may 
vaunt the contrary. Whence I temporised. 

** So the tables are turned," I exclaimed, in as reckless 
a tone as I could manage. Donna Claudia was gazing 
downwards in a dreamy fashion. She seemed stupefied. 

"Stay where you are," said the young officer. "A 
step or a cry and — " He was once more pointing with 
his pipe towards the powder. Then he blew a nervous 
puff into the air. " I give you five minutes in which to 
decide. Your barge is in readiness. It rests with you 
and your crew of masqueraders whether or not you quit 
this vessel." 

Again I thought of a sudden spring upon him, and 
again perforce dismissed the notion. The situation was 
not less tragic than ridiculous. I had no desire to be 
blown into a thousand pieces, and the look on the boy's 
face was such as I never hope to see again on human 
visage. 

"You permit me to communicate your terms to my 
companions ? " I asked, with a desperate afterthought 
that we might still contrive to overpower him. 

" To one of them," he answered grimly. " I know 
your trickeries. You will remain here and conduct your 
conversation openly. Your friend can then act as 
your spokesman to the others. No, sir, you need not 
go to seek him. You may call : I doubt not that the 
man you call will hear you. By Saint James of Com- 
postella, I swear that if you stir a single step — at the 
first sign of treachery — I blow myself and your cursed 
crew out of the water." 
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Donna Claudia had awakened by this time and was 
grasping the railing feverishly. She kept to a dogged 
silence, perhaps the wisest course under the circum- 
stances, and I am not ashamed to say that I paid little 
attention to her. The boy had spoken in ^unpleasant 
earnest, and only one question remained to be con- 
sidered : how to escape with honour from the position in 
which her chivalrous folly had thought fit to place us. 
Great God! We should find ourselves the laughing- 
stock of Naples. I remember thinking to myself that 
she did well in saying nothing. 

" I gave you five minutes," the officer spoke sharply ; 
'* but I will not hurry you. None the less " 

" Valentino I " I bawled, without looking round or 
moving. The protracted spectacle of a naked light in 
close conjunction with a powder barrel makes for a 
certain sobriety of spirit which may not be heroic but 
most assuredly is prudent. 

" Ma la sgrata sorrentina 
Non ha maje di me pietk." 

The voice which reached us was a sweet one, and 
there was passion in the singer. We were within ear- 
shot of our unsuspecting comrades on the forecastle, 
and here a few feet distant was this Spanish dare-devil 
with a pipe between his teeth and an unmistakable 
sincerity in his intentions. It occurred to me that I had 
somehow underrated the pride which counts for more 
than life with these hidalgoes. I tried to think of some 
scheme by which to baulk him and I could not. I re- 
peated my call for Valentino. 

He came at a run along the deck still singing, and 
with some traces in his gait of undue attention to 
the wine cask. He was sober enough a moment 
later. There was no mistaking the meaning of black 
powder. 

I left it to our gentleman below to unfold the details 
of the situation. 

" You will remain within my view," he cried, " You 
may say what you wish, but in my hearing." 
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And with that I had reason to bless the ingenuity of 
Donna Claudia. For as I, in somewhat of a shame- 
faced fashion, addressed myself to Valentino, her quick 
wit caught a possible solution of the problem. In 
Naples, be it remembered, they conduct a full half of 
their business not by words but signs, so that gesture 
has been termed the universal language of the people. 
A few rapid passes of the hand and the thing is done. 
I could no more accomplish it than fly, but to the two 
beside me the affair was child's-play. And presently, 
as I halted on with my message to my comrades, I saw 
Valentino's hand glide under cover of the railing to his 
belt. He had understood that unspoken speech if I 
had not. A knife lay on his palm, the point turned in- 
wards : the Pyrenean trick of Porpora, for a thousand 
ducats! O most rare wit of Donna Claudia to have 
devised so cunning an escape from our predicament ! 
I glanced at the young officer with an inward chuckle 
of half-savage merriment. He was drinking in my 
talk of withdrawal from the vessel with his eyes 
triumphant yet in the same strained attitude of 
watchfulness. 

'* Sefior," I said, " I have no alternative save to accept 
the terms you offer me." 

He flushed and moved, and in that instant Valentino's 
hand jerked sharply. The boy swung round with a 
sob and dropped, but dropped across the threshold 
of the room behind him. He strove to raise himself, 
and simultaneously Valentino leapt the ladder and 
was on him. But the gallant dying lad had done 
his duty. And I had caught Donna Claudia by the 
waist, and made a dash for the vessel's side and 
over. 

Amid the roar of the explosion and the rush of 
waters, who may say what happened : whether it was 
I who clung to Donna Claudia or she to me in that 
merciless swirling eddy which sucked us to its depths, 
and up and down again. I have no heart to dwell 
upon the recollection of those first few moments during 
which we battled with the raging waters. Let it suffice 
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that somehow we escaped the falling missiles which 
showered like an avalanche upon the surface, that we 
came up both of us together by God's providence un- 
injured. 

A shattered stump of a mast rose near us only to 
recede the more that we approached it. Never have 
I had greater reason to bless the early passion for 
swimming which in our river at Freiburg had so often 
rendered me the envy of my older rivals. Supporting 
Donna Claudia as best I might, I swam with a slow and 
measured stroke, sparing my breath whenever the waves 
broke over me. By luck and management we gained 
the frail support, and I own without blushing that I 
could not have held out above a minute longer had we 
failed to reach it. 

We were safe for the nonce, but at what cost. It 
was indeed a pitiable sight, and no less pitiable for 
its appalling suddenness, which met our view as we 
raised ourselves despairingly and gazed around us. 
The galleon had vanished bodily before our eyes, and 
in its place was wreckage floating in confusion, costly 
bales of merchandise, broken bits of spar; silks, velvets, 
collected for the King as spoils of conquest, remnants 
of woodwork huddled together on the waters; dim 
objects scarcely to be told with certainty in the now 
quick-falling darkness. I shouted and no human 
answer greeted me, I raised myself from the mast in 
vain that I might espy some human form among the 
wreckage. And presently for sole reward there drifted 
by a piece of planking with a ghastly misshapen thing 
of flesh upon it. 

I moved up shuddering to Donna Claudia, that she 
might not see the horrid sight if possible. 

"Try not to cling so hard," I said, "but lay your 
head upon my shoulder, and one hand on the mast. So, 
I could keep you afloat for many hours." . 

She obeyed me with a tremulous sigh, half shiver and 
half weariness, and I raised my face to the shore and 
paddled slowly. 



M 
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" If only he had fallen the other way," she wailed. 

" If only you had not released him," I retorted bitterly. 
The sun had sunk behind us in a lost patch of rose and 
purple, and I was straining my eyes in the darkness 
in a futile endeavour to estimate our distance from the 
land. 

She rested on me for a while in silence heavily. 
The sea had quieted by now, and the silvery moon 
began to drive back the shadows. The waves were 
shimmering about us softly, and soon the winding 
ravine which issues from the folds of Faito and Sant' 
Angelo opened on the mainland almost impalpably 
with its background of mountains arising among the 
stars like carven ivory. I set my teeth and pushed 
on sternly with a word of encouragement to Donna 
Claudia. Another fifty yards would see us on the beach 
of Vico. 

'* Kuno " — the tone of her voice sounded strangely in 
the silence — ** Kuno." 

She lingered over the name. It was the first time 
she had called me by it, and with a sudden thrill I 
ceased to paddle and, holding to the mast, bent over the 
head upon my shoulder. 

** Kuno," she said faintly. A wave lapped over 
us, and I raised her higher. "Do you forgive me, 
Kuno ? " 

" Forgive ! " cried I. ** And with our comrades lying 
yonder! A fine forgiveness for one whose folly has 
cost the lives of two score men and such wealth of 
treasure as would have bought eternal liberty for 
Naples." 

She shook as though I had struck her, and I en- 
circled her with my arm to prevent her loosing her 
hold and falling. I could hear her sobbing as I con- 
tinued paddling. 

** You men, you men," she moaned. '* Is there no 
other treasure upon earth but ducats ? " 

A moon-ray descended from the sky upon her, and 
the olive of her cheek was stained with a deep crimson. 
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A secret chamber of my brain seemed to have opened 
suddenly. 

** There is but one other treasure," I cried pas- 
sionately, "and it is I, not you, who have to plead 
forgiveness." 

She smiled at me through her tears. Her lips were 
close to mine. And a great wave chose that moment to 
engulf us. We emerged with a splutter, looked at one 
another, burst out laughing. 

" If the first has proved a failure," I said gaily, " that 
is no reason why the second should not be successful." 
I bent once more towards her. " But that I hold this 
sweet head upon my shoulder, I could well think that 
this is no more than a glorious dream in which I could 
sleep for ever." 

** Words — words," she laughed. **You men are all 
alike. If you really love me, you will cease to talk 
nonsense to me. 

* Oh ! davant di maridassi 
Nome rosis e nome flors ! ' 

Promise me, Kuno, to be sensible, or I will refuse to 
love you. I might some day marry Ercole," she added 
mockingly. 

I protested, but she remained obdurate. "True 
love is silent," she asseverated. "Love is enough 
without a mass of meaningless speech to hide its 
mystery." 

I fell in with her whim in jesting fashion and I 
promised, but not without exacting a due penalty. 
Dripping from head to foot and weary, we clambered 
to the sheltered clefts where the golden oranges hang in 
the shadow of the brown screens put up to guard them 
from the sun. " We will seek shelter at the convent," 
explained Donna Claudia, "but first we will visit the 
Madonna of Villanto and pray for the repose of our 
departed comrades." I must have answered something 
foolish, for she stopped reproachfully. " You promised, 
Kuno. And we have no right to be so happy." She 
was pointing to a little roadside shrine set deeply in the 
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rock. By the glimmer of the moonlight I read out the 
words upon it. 

" Non sit tibi grave 
Dicere Mater ave." 

"That is Love," she said. "Come, let us kneel 
before it." She took my hand and added solemnly, 
"It is a joy to meet the Mother of mankind beside 
the way." 



CHAPTER XXI 

THE PALAZZO OF DONNA ANNA 

The wind had dropped, and a midday silence had fallen 
on the city. A quiver of haze hung over the sea, tremu- 
lous and burning. Even the enchanted Castle of the 
Egg, black and grim as it usually looks, had caught the 
glow and was steeped in sunlight. All the colours of 
the Bay showed out in glorious loveliness, here a tender 
blue, there deepening into grey, and now nearer to the 
shore a marvellous rich tint which has no name, but is 
azure and emerald in a single moment. The huge tri- 
angular sail of the boat lay listless, a patch of crimson 
on the unruffled waters, and presently the men put out 
their oars and rowed us softly, chanting the while in a 
low monotone. 

The day was made for love, for gentle idle speeches 
such as lovers use the wide world over. Yet never, I 
suppose, were lovers less loverlike in their demeanour 
than we two lovers during that journey homewards from 
the hospitable Convent of Santa Marta, which secludes 
itself among the olive groves of Vico. Donna Claudia 
reclined beneath the awning, her eyes fixed thoughtfully 
upon the rowers, and I let her be, for I knew how our 
experience of yesterday still weighed upon her. It was 
not until we neared the Mergellina that at last she 
roused herself from the lethargy which had overtaken 
her, and spoke to me. Up to that moment she had 
hardly seemed aware of my presence in the boat beside 
her. Some inborn saving grace of humour alone pre- 
vented me from chafing under the depression which 
opposed so chilling a response to my attempts at con- 
versation. 

ao3 
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" I thought that I had found a man," she cried out 
once impatiently. '* And you persist in chattering like 
a school-boy." 

I rose at this, not being skilled in womanly caprices, 
and to beguile myself I seized an oar and started to pull 
with a vigour which quickly had its effect in stirring the 
others to an unwonted show of effort. To my surprise, 
however, Claudia appeared to appreciate this sudden 
neglect of her even less than she had my well-meant 
importunity. 

"Kuno," she called at last — we were skirting the 
little island rock midway between the Castel dell' Ovo 
and the Tomb of Virgil, the islet on which stands the 
Church of San Lionardo, and the men were invoking 
the protection of the Saint whose province it is to guard 
them from captivity and shipwreck. 

I was watching the changing tints upon the water : 
tints of liquid blue and rare soft green with flashes of 
brown and exquisite reflections which are but half seen 
before they yield to others no less beautiful. 

"Kuno," she called again, and this time her voice 
was softer, more appealing. " You will do yourself an 
injury. There is no necessity for such exertions. Only 
Englishmen and dogs sit in the sun when not com- 
pelled to." 

" Proverbs as usual ! " said I, mopping my brow and 
smiling back at her. The long narrow sandy beach 
with boats hauled up and nets set out to dry had filled 
the air with the reeking odour for which the Marina 
di Chiaia is so justly infamous. '* It were as well to 
hasten," I laughed. But with an imperious gesture she 
beckoned to me, and I relinquished my oar to one of 
the men, and went to where she reclined beneath the 
canopy. 

" Kuno," she said, after a little hesitation, " it is time 
that we came to some sort of understanding. Because 
we are in love that is no reason why other things should 
be forgotten." 

I felt tempted to dissent, but did not say so. 
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" When we are married " — she spoke the word in a 
sort of whisper — " when we are married I give you per- 
mission to talk as much nonsense as you please. At 
present — I hope that you do really love 'me, Kuno." 

" That," I cried gaily, with a laugh at her inconse- 
quence, " that is one of those things which I shall have 
to tell you after marriage." 

I thought I saw her pout at this, but she soon grew 
serious. 

"After all," she said, in her most sententious manner, 
" the more people love each other the less they need to 
protest their affection in every word and syllable. Love 
is independent of words, and constant repetition hardly 
tends to strengthen it." 

** Repetition of what ? " I asked maliciously. 

"Of love," she answered. "You have spent your 
time in trying to tell me that you love me. Yet if I had 
not been aware of the fact I should never have said yes 
to you. It is a waste of breath to go on repeating what 
one knows already. Those who have something real in 
common ought to be content and sit silent, and let their 
hearts speak for them. ... I might have been married 
long ago if I had not objected to the foolishness of 
lovers." 

"So," said I. "The man you love must needs be 
made of marble." 

She glanced at me with a trace of some confusion. 

" Why cannot you understand me, Kuno ? " 

I put out my hands despairingly. 

" La botte non pub dare se non del vino cKella ha. 
The cask can give forth no other wine than that which 
it contains. I am a simple soldier of fortune, and where 
I love, I love. I am but unlettered in these subtleties. 
I do not profess to be Don Muzio." 

She did me the grace to smile at this, and drew up 
closer. 

" Listen, Kuno. We have a lifetime in which to talk 
of love to one another. We have only a few days left 
in which to fight for Liberty." 
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"You are always dreaming about Liberty," I ven- 
tured, perhaps sullenly. 

" And why not, Master Butcher ? " she flared up in a 
glow. Then she as quickly saw me wince and softened. 
" Nay, KunO| I meant not that. But we have a noble 
cause to strive for, and no time for trifling. Afterwards, 
who knows? Just now our heads are required for 
something other than love-speeches. Besides, since I 
love you and you love me there is an end of it. Until 
the French fleet comes, we are conspirators. Let us 
be sensible. . . . See, we have almost reached our 
destination." 

The rowers were making for a vast, half-ruined, half- 
unfinished building upon the very margin of the water. 
Upon a strong foundation surrounded by the waves, 
with two projecting wings rose up three storeys, the 
upper one unroofed and incompleted. Broad and lofty 
arched windows alternated with smaller ones, and with 
numerous niches for statues which even in its desolation 
gave it that aspect of grandeur which is associated with 
our modem architecture. Through three large gates on 
the lowest storey the sea flowed into a covered court 
and lapped the base of a white marble staircase, 
where you alight, as you would in a Venetian 
palace, in a gondola hall to go up to the piano nobile. 
Behind, the ground of the shore is so arranged that 
you may ride or drive into the great hall or more 
properly speaking into the courtway of the second 
storey. 

'* The Casa della Sirena," said Claudia, in the tone of 
one revealing a dread secret. ** It was constructed for 
Anna Carafa just ten years ago. And now " 

"Anna Carafa?" I said questioning. Claudia had 
relapsed into a reverie. 

" Donna Anna, Princess of Stigliano, the heiress of 
immense possessions. She married the Duke of Medina 
who became our Viceroy. It was he who carried off 
Raffiaelle's Madonna del Pesce from the chapel of Acerra 
in San Domenico." 

"Well?" I waited. 
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** There is no more," she answered. "Any child in 
the street will tell you what manner of name these two 
have left behind them. Yet in her veins was the noblest, 
purest blood in Naples." She looked up at the building 
wearily. " It cost two hundred thousand scudi, and we 
of Naples had to pay for it. Men said that when the 
Duke of Medina was recalled to Spain he left the city 
in such a condition that not four respectable families 
could serve up one good meal." 

" But the palazzo is unfinished/' I cried; and Claudia 
laughed. 

"The Duke fell into disgrace. He kept too much 
and sent too little to his royal master. The estates 
were forfeited : and Anna Carafa, deserted by her 
husband, died last year in misery. He is a clever man. 
He saved his property in Spain at the expense of hers 
in Italy. No one will enter the palazzo. It is believed 
to be haunted by her spirit." 

"You credit this?" I asked. She shook her hand 
and extended two fingers solemnly while she murmured 
something in an undertone. 

" You should not jest about such matters," she said 
earnestly. 

"But if the house is haunted, why are we going 
there ? " 

" Because Salvatore has now made it his headquarters. 
And I live there." 

"You!" I almost shouted. "You said that there 
were ghosts, that no one would approach it." 

"The less chance of disturbance from unwelcome 
quarters. One has only to keep one's doors and 
windows closed, and to take precautions. You 
may keep out evil spirits in many ways. I set a 
basin of water near the door. The fiends will stop 
to count the drops, which takes them a long time, 
certainly enough to occupy them until day drives 
them home." 

I stared aghast, but she was obviously serious, 
and just then we passed through the gate into the 
covered courtyard. I noticed that the men were 
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eyeing each other furtively, and that one had drawn 
a reh'c from his breast, and was clasping it as though 
it hurt him. 

*'We should find my brother in his room," said 
Claudia. And we walked together up the marble stair- 
case. 



CHAPTER XXII 

"TANTUM RELIGIO POTUIT " 

The innumerable panes of the long, heavily-leaded 
windows which looked out on the Bay were still for 
the most part rainproof; the light which they admitted 
still found something garish in the portrait of Anna 
Carafa by Spagnoletto that formed the central panel 
of the gallery. Though the palazzo itself was never 
destined to achieve completion, the reckless prodigality 
of its former mistress had caused the lower rooms to be 
fitted up in sumptuous fashion while yet the upper ones 
lay bare and roofless. Works of art were not expensive 
to the Viceroys of Naples, least of all to the Duke of 
Medina and his grasping consort. Statuary, paintings, 
splendid carpets of that richly figured texture which 
bears the ancient name of Arras, furniture in tarsia from 
the hand of Benedetto da Majano, were still l3ring scat- 
tered about the deserted chambers. The spell of witch- 
craft rested, so rumour said, upon them ; to pillage 
aught from the accursed mansion was to incur the 
penalty of sudden madness, a consuming malady of 
brain or senses beyond the healing art of the most 
skilled physician. Small reason was there for astonish- 
ment that the Neapolitans should shun the haunted 
building as they would a plague-spot, that few could 
be induced so much as to approach it without the 
blessed protection of a whole armoury of cabalistic 
charms and sacred relics. From the head of the stairs 
I could see the faces of our crew as they made haste to 
leave us: one might have thought that an ague had 
declared itself among them. Donna Claudia was look- 
ing down upon them scornfully. 

209 O 
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" See ! " she cried, as the wash of the oars receded 
from us. '* There stands young Marzio Carafa. It was 
the sight of him which made them shudder." 

By the side of the doorway, upon a base of lapis- 
lazuli, was a life-sized statue of a naked youth, which 
in the flashing sunlight seemed carved from a solid 
block of glittering gold. So admirable was the work- 
manship, so natural the pose, that with an exclamation 
of delight I stepped down a pace or two to marvel at its 
beauty. 

" If it had but been marble," I said, a trifle doubt- 
fully. " These gilded monuments " 

But Claudia jerked me upwards with a laugh. 

"That," she chuckled, "could hardly have been 
fashioned out of marble. Did I not say it was Don 
Marzio ? " 

She condescended to explain while we proceeded. 

" He was the son of Anna Carafa. It was during 
one of her unhallowed orgies that it happened. She 
caused the boy to be gilded, that he might serve at the 
feast as Ganymede or Hylas. Unfortunately the gold- 
leaf closed up his pores, and so it killed him. Salvatore 
is always saying that he will make a picture of it — when 
he can get a model who will consent to sit for Marzio. 
Perhaps Ercole might be willing, Kuno." 

"And the statue?" I said shortly. Her jesting 
somewhat grated. 

" What statue ? " She smiled innocently ; and when 
I pointed, " Oh ! that is not a statue. Donna Anna had 
the body embalmed, and then encased in gold-leaf. 
That is young Marzio himself that you are looking at. 
This time, at all events, the gold-leaf will not hurt him. 
An artist came from Florence for the purpose." She 
pushed open a door as she spoke, and put her finger to 
her lips mysteriously. " Hush ! Not a word. Here 
is my brother." I stifled down a groan of disgust, 
and she bade me follow her on tiptoe. A heavy 
Spanish screen blocked partially the entrance, and 
noiselessly and unperceived we concealed ourselves 
behind it. 
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" I heard voices/' murmured Claudia, and my mind 
was so full of horrors that I half expected to see a ghost 
start up in front of us. But in another moment I had 
copied her example, and was peering cautiously round 
the corner of our shelter. There were no spectres 
visible, at all events. '^ 

It was a long hall or gallery, flanked on one side by 
a row of antique statues, many of which had been 
thrown or fallen from their pedestals, and now lay in 
neglected fragments upon the rich strips of Byzantine 
carpet which were lavishly strewn upon the inlaid floor- 
ing. A lute, a heap of brass-bound folios, an astrolabe, 
a truckle-bed, a couple of lay figures in distorted atti- 
tudes, and an enamelled triptych : these, with a number 
of canvases ranged carelessly against the windows 
with their backs to us, were the things I chiefly 
noticed. Then I saw Salvator Rosa. He was 
standing before an easel at the far end of the 
gallery, and held in his hand a brush which he was 
twirling angrily. 

''Body of a dog! Never had painter a more restless 
sitter. Is it the fear of witches that hinders you from 
keeping your face still for a single moment ? I repeat, 
that with that relic round your neck not even Donna 
Anna can come near you. Does it not contain a portion 
of the most sacred thumb-nail of Saint Peter! The 
Holy Father himself gave it to me after I had recited in 
his presence a poetical satire which chanced to please 
his fancy. Had it not been that I was determined to 
paint you with this particular background, I would not 
have parted with it for a thousand ducats. You see for 
yourself that there is nothing to be afraid of. You have 
the relic, I the portrait. And yet it took me a couple of 
hours to persuade you. What did the Cardinal say 
when you consulted him ? Have you not his blessing 
and his sanction ? Nay, he was positively eager that 
you should come here with me, besought a replica of 
the portrait for his own collection. And you sit trem- 
bling and twitching like a jelly-fish." 

The victim of this outburst was not visible from 
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where we stood, but I had no need to guess at his 
identity. 

"Evil will be the end of it," he cried. "It is 
useless to war against the things unseen. I have 
yielded weakly, and must pay the consequence. Did 
not Villani's son trespass into this accursed place? 
And I was present at his death, and saw him die. 
San Pietro! San Pietro! O blessed San Pietro, take 
pity on a humble fisherman ! " 

He was screaming a prayer when Claudia dragged 
me forward suddenly. 

"Fisherman!" she broke out in a torrent. "And 
you the Captain-General of the People ! " 

She stopped abruptly, and for a moment looked at 
him in silence. 

" Maso, what harm can come to you ? Are you not 
the chosen instrument of God for Liberty ? " 

She stretched her hands aboye him with a smile of 
pity. He had brightened at her words, but still sat 
limply. "I fear," he murmured, and then he kissed 
the relic and shook himself, and gazed at her expectant. 
Salvator Rosa was mixing his colours, as though regard- 
less of our presence. 

" We have returned, brother. Have you no welcome 
for us ? " 

The painter carefully put down his palette. 

"We had them like mice in a trap," he said, "but 
they fought like devils. If the Spaniards are slain, so 
are a score of our own comrades. Body of a dog, 
Claudia! Your pleasant surprises sometimes prove 
expensive. I did not expect an entire shipload of 
barbarians." 

" But you overcame them ? " I asked, with something 
of a tremor. 

" I do not often fail, signore," came the caJm rejoinder. 
" Yet I may be allowed to question whether in this case 
the game was worth the candle. Art is worth more 
than gold, and among the dead lies poor Onofrio 
Sorice. The boy had genius. In time he might have 
rivalled me, perhaps surpassed me. You rob the wofW 
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of a great painter and you give it ducats. Santo Sac- 
ramento ! Loro non compra tutto^ 

'* Salvatore," began Claudia, but he caught her up ere 
she could speak to him. 

" I know — 1 know. Battista Bove has told us the 
first part of your story. The second part does not 
concern me. I lose my most promising pupil ; you gain 
a handful of dross and call it treasure. Gold ? Jewels ? 
Which does it happen to be on this occasion ? No 
matter. The tale may keep till later. I trust that you 
will now be good enough to leave me to complete my 
study of Maso. This evening he has his audience with 
His Excellency. When that is over I return to Rome. 
I am tired of conspiracy." 

I was amazed, but Claudia's eyes were twinkling. 
She was acquainted with her brother's character. " Say 
not a word," she whispered to me, and drawing up a 
chair, engaged in talk with Masaniello in a spirit of 
gentle bantering persuasion which soon had the effect 
of making him forget his fear of witchcraft. They were 
laughing together. Salvator Rosa continued to paint 
feverishly. I strolled about the gallery, and taking a 
volume from a pile heaped in a corner, settled myself 
on a divan, and watched them while I turned the pages. 
" Opere di M. Ludovico Martelli corrette et con diligentia 
ristampate. In Firenze. MDXLVIII." The work was 
one of the Giunta Press, and hardly promised to be 
interesting. It was bound, however, in a night-blue 
crushed morocco ; and the absence of that over-elaborate 
ornamentation which disfigures the majority of bindings 
of the period — alas that so few craftsmen should be 
alive to the true beauty of simplicity — induced me to 
examine it with some amount of languid curiosity. 
Pasted inside the front cover was a small copperplate 
engraving, ah ex-libris as we term it : an adaptation of 
which, I may remark in passing, now serves as my own 
personal token of ownership in the modest collection of 
books which a career of constant activity has allowed 
me to accumulate. Its meaning has puzzled many of 
niy friends who are neither acquainted with its history, 
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nor aware that with a trifling alteration this very design 
was once the book-plate of Salvator Rosa. The engrav- 
ing represents a skeleton seated before an easel on which 
rests a portrait of II Signore himself with a fool's cap 
upon his head, and holding in one hand a palette-knife, 
in the other a stiletto. Towering above the easel is a 
gallows, from which suspended by a rope there hangs a 
wreath of laurel. The whole is supported by two female 
figures : on the left Comedy, who holds in her hand the 
model of a dying gladiator; on the right Tragedy, upon 
whose outstretched palm a Pulcinello dances gaily. 
Leaning over the border of the engraving are three 
winged amorini; the countenance of each is in the 
semblance of a grinning death's-head. Below is the 
simple inscription : Ex Libris Salvatoris Rosa. 

The painter laughed as he saw me vainly attempt- 
ing to fathom the inner symbolism of this curious 
jumble. 

" Vanitas vanitatum^^^ he said, as he jabbed his 
brush against the canvas ; '' more grows in a garden 
than the gardener sowed there. The trifle has no 
meaning save such as you may care to read into it. A 
study in contraries, perhaps — like our friend Maso." 

" Or like yourself," chimed Claudia ; " you who are 
everything by turns and nothing long. When you are 
plotting you think of nothing but your painting, and 
you no sooner return to your easel than your thoughts 
are wandering to brigandage. Do you remember that 
love-song which you offered to write for Giulia Bar- 
berini ? By the time you had finished it you had con- 
verted it into a satire.' I know you, Salvatore. Your 
tears have made men laugh before to-day, your jests 
moved them to sorrow." 

" He is not truly a wise man who cannot play the 
fool upon occasion," muttered her brother. And 
Masaniello laughed in a fashion which was half 
hysterical. "Then you are really going back to 
Rome?" he questioned. 

" To Rome ? " interrupted Claudia. " Ay, to Rome, 
no doubt. Then, after a week of work in Rome, to 
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Venice, disguised as a strolling minstrel for his relaxa- 
tion. And then, after another spell of work, to the 
Abruzzi, where he will live in a cave and pretend to be 
a brigand. I say again, I know him. Conspirator to- 
day, to-morrow artist, the morning following, buffoon 
or bandit He is a genius, this brother of mine, a 
genius." 

'* Gold against brains/' exclaimed Salvator Rosa. 
" My work is finished, and I leave for Rome." 

" Why so ? " said Claudia coldly. 

"Body of a dog!" cried he. ** Aut dux aut nihiL 
You should understand it more than I do. Not content 
with robbing me of my pupil, you have stripped me of 
my leadership," 

"You speak of Maso then?" Claudia's gaze was 
fixed upon the fisher-lad. 

" Of me ? " He started nervously. " I have robbed 
no one. If I am Captain in this city, it is the people's 
will." 

" The will of Grod," said Claudia. 

" The will of the Cardinal perhaps," snorted Salvator 
Rosa. " But I — I speak to you, sir." 

I sat a prey to uncomfortable emotions as he trans- 
fixed me with his finger, but Claudia was so manifestly 
enjoying my confusion that I summoned to my aid an 
air of flippancy. 

" I am not aware," said I, " that any one has yet 
usurped your leadership, unless indeed, as you suggest, 
it be His Eminence." 

" So," he cried. " You make no mention of the 
gold then. Since you prefer to act on your own initia- 
tive, there is no further need of me in Naples." 

" What gold ? " said Claudia very quietly. " We 
have no gold." 

" The treasure, the treasure." He was brandishing 
his brush impatiently. 

Claudia came over to the divan and kissed me softly 
on the forehead. 

"You are mistaken, Salvatore. I have brought no 
treasure — save a husband." 
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It seemed that the silence would go on for ever. 
Salvator Rosa stood gazing at us with a look of blank 
bewilderment. Twice he let fall his brush, and twice 
lie stooped to pick it up again. Then suddenly he 
sprang from his easel, and clutching Masaniello, executed 
a sort of war-dance on the carpet. 

" L*ommu quannu h schettu sempe alluta, 
E va cantannu comu risognolu ; 
Quannu se*nzura, se'ntana, se'ngrutta, 
Cunta li stidhi de lu fummarolu." 

The pair clamoured it together until the tears rolled 
down their cheeks from laughter. " The tarentella ! " 
called out Masaniello, and Claudia rose up with a smile. 
" You must learn our dances, Kuno," she said as she 
went forward. 

If the dance which followed, to me at least, was and 
still is unintelligible in its various movements, no one 
could deny the surpassing grace of Claudia and Masani- 
ello. SaJvator Rosa was crouching on the ground 
beside them. He had unearthed a tambourine from 
somewhere, and was alternately beating it and shaking 
it in a dreary mechanical fashion which jarred upon my 
Northern senses until I could have shouted from sheer 
irritation. And presently he sang : a long, unceasing, 
dirge-like wail, which he accompanied with a rhythmical 
clapping of his hands. The two were bending, sway- 
ing, turning in the centre, now footing it rapidly in an 
excess of abandon^ now revolving in a slow circling 
motion, now with pantomimic gesture and coquettish 
glances pursuing one another down the gallery. 
Finally, Masaniello sank down upon one knee, and 
burst into a strange wild air, part anger and part 
pleading. Claudia's dance grew faster as she circled 
round him. A crash from the tambourine and she 
stopped as suddenly, stooped, caught him by the hand, 
and laid her head upon his shoulder. 

" It was well danced," said Salvator Rosa yawning, 
''but not so well as I have sometimes danced it." 

He rose and honoured me with a slap upon the back ; 
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one of those slaps for which he was famous, and which 
seemed to vary in violence with the weight of affection 
prompting them. 

** Brother-in-law," he guffawed, as he saw me gasp- 
ing. "We will yet make of you as good a dancer 
as you are a soldier. You are too serious, you 
Germans. I take it on myself to teach you the true 
art of folly. You should dance, brother-in-law, dance, 
drink, sing, be merry." 

And then his tone changed, and in his rough, kindly 
way he said things to me which sent me blushing like a 
school-girl. Nor was Masaniello behindhand with con- 
gratulations. The fisher-lad, indeed, had a soft, almost 
womanish manner about him upon such occasions which 
was irresistible. Only the expression of his eyes be- 
trayed that the memory of his own great sorrow still 
lingered behind the gentle words with which he wished 
us prosperity and happiness. 

During the talk which followed I found myself 
wondering how far they might have guessed at the 
extent of our disaster. There had been no further 
mention of our adventures, and I began to dread the 
effect which the recital of them might produce on 
Masaniello. He was calm enough at present, certainly, 
but I could not forget the hysterical speech which we 
had heard at the moment of our entrance. If he were 
to accept our failure in the light of an evil omen and 
connect it with the fact of his visit to the accursed 
palazzo of the wretched Anna, the consequences might 
be serious in view of his approaching audience with the 
Viceroy. Accordingly, I kept a still tongue on the 
subject, preferring to leave to Claudia the disclosure 
which I knew to be inevitable. She had been uneasy 
for some time, and, as I thought, had more than once 
been on the point of speaking. But it was not until 
Salvator Rosa had brought out a flask of sparkling 
Lacrima, and the brindisi or toast in our honour had 
been drunk with all formality, that she ventured to 
seize her opportunity. 

"Let us drink," she said, after a short interval of 
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silence, "to the memory of our departed comrades. 
May their souls rest in peace." We crossed ourselves, 
and Masaniello murmured a prayer quietly. 

" I will have masses said for their repose," he said, 
and with the goblet in his hand. " You were more fortu- 
nate than II Signore." 

" In truth," cried Salvatore, " since you have gained 
for yourself two kinds of treasure. Where have you 
left our comrades with their booty ? " 

"The day waned, the night came on, and still the 
King waited on the crag beside the sea. But Nicolo 
Pesce, the diver, was never seen again." 

Every visitor to Naples will recognise the story, 
every one who at the foot of the Vico Mezzocannone, 
built into the front of a house, has seen the stone on 
which is carved the figure of a shaggy man grasping 
a knife in his right hand. That is Nicolo Pesce the 
diver, a theme for poets, dear to the hearts of children, 
and the allusion went straight to the comprehension of 
its hearers. "Then — then — " roared Salvator Rosa 
with a bound to his feet. There was no answer, 
and he sank back heavily into his chair. Masaniello 
had not stirred from his position. Claudia leant across 
the table, told them everything. She finished with a 
cry of consternation. Maso had swooned without our 
knowing it. 

He came to presently, assisted by our efforts, and 
stared about him wildly. For a moment he seemed 
bereft of recollection. Then his eye fell upon the 
painting of Donna Anna Carafa on the wall, and, 
thrusting away the goblet Claudia held to him, he 
started screaming — 

" Blood ! blood ! My path is strewn with blood ! 
Mother of Jesus ! Is there not suffering enough in 
Naples ? How many more must die ere we have 
Liberty ! " 

His excitement spent itself, and once again he 
quieted. II Signore's face was a study in perplexity 
and anger. 

" Had you consulted me," he growled, " the matter 
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would have had another issue. There is no accounting 
for the folly of a woman." 

He glared at Claudia, and turned to where Masaniello 
was spluttering over his wine and shivering. 

'* The people worship him : and so I chose him. Did 
they but follow me as easily, they would hold life cheap 
in comparison with Liberty. Who knows the secret of 
true power ? I know it not, yet I am II Signore. And 
he — he with his power for good or evil, he the 
saviour of the city, is content to sit there weeping, 
Figlio d Apollo \ Could we change places — had I but 
a tithe of his strange influence over the hearts of men — 
I would alter the complexion of the world, deal tyranny 
its death-blow, bequeath to posterity an empire knit 
together by the bonds of freedom, an empire made by 
love instead of interest, an empire — Bah ! You 
think of nought but gold and he of witches. You have 
no soul for beauty : that beauty which consists in seeing 
all men happy." 

Claudia laughed slily. " You leave for Rome ? " 

" Not I,*' he answered, " since you have learnt your 
lesson. Doubtless henceforth I may be allowed to pull 
the strings myself without your hindering." 

Masaniello had drained his goblet and was looking 
at him furtively. The speech had been cleverly designed, 
and its effect lost nothing by the exaggerated tones in 
which it had been spoken. With the Neapolitan ex- 
travagance counts for more than soberness, and I was 
not surprised when Maso rose to his feet suddenly with 
an air of wounded vanity. 

"I am the Captain-General of the Most Faithful 
People, and you do me wrong, sir. You laugh at 
sentiment. Before God, I do my duty. Yet I hold 
not with you that Liberty is born of bloodshed. What 
said the Cardinal ? If God is with us, who shall be 
against us? What care I for witches? I am the 
Anointed of the Lord for Liberty ! I bring men peace 
and happiness." 

In an ecstasy of false courage he strode up to the 
portrait of Anna Carafa and struck it savagely. 
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" I defy you ! " he cried. " I defy you ! " He tore 
off the relic from his neck and held it before the picture. 
There was a whirring noise and a bat flew out from 
behind the canvas and wheeled about his head. His 
expression changed, and he sank to his knees with a 
despairing wail. 

" Donna Anna ! Donna Anna ! Evil will be the end 
of it 1 " 

" Body of a dog ! " said Salvatore. But Claudia was 
crossing herself, with a terrified look upon her coun- 
tenance. 



CHAPTER XXIII 

THE MARCH TO LIBERTY 

I MAKE no claim to understand the many baffling con- 
trasts and transitions to which the temperament of a 
Neapolitan is subject. If the weaker elements in Masa- 
niello's character revealed themselves that morning, so 
did his bearing on that historic evening display in 
abounding measure such qualities as the world may well 
esteem for greatness. Yet what a change of state was 
there ! On Sunday this fellow was among the basest 
in the city. On Thursday, clothed like an emperor 
and followed by a crowd which worshipped him, he 
rode in triumph to meet the Viceroy of the proudest 
monarchy on earth. Surely never, save in the wildest 
fantasy of Eastern fairy tales, has fortune turned her 
wheel so swiftly or given more lightly away what she 
caught no less rapidly. No invention of the tragic poets 
is more complete in its dramatic justice than the story 
of this humble fisherman who for ten days ruled as 
absolute dictator. In few written dramas does the 
action march with such a fatal swiftness. 

The parching heat of sunshine had yielded to the 
cooling breeze which comes with evening. The streets, 
waving with people, glittered with the fierce red light 
of myriad torches. The bells chimed. The women 
crowded in and out of the churches. From all the 
rookeries around the Porta Nolana and the arch of 
Sant' Eligio the populace poured forth intent on frolic. 
Songs, rejoicing, noisy good-natured merriment, filled 
the interval of waiting. The vendors of edibles were 
everywhere : here one with the sliced feelers of an 
octopus, which for a trifling monetary consideration you 
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may dip in steaming water and devour ; there a bawl- 
ing pizzajuolo with his tray of biscuits flavoured with 
cheese and with tiny fish embedded in their surface ; 
here the melon-seller with his raucous shout of " che 
mariviglia! so* di Castiellamare ! mellune verace!^^ 
And for once in a way these found no reason to com- 
plain of lack of custom. Had not prosperity returned 
to Naples ! Viva il Cardinale I Viva Masaniello ! 

When at length we rode forth solemnly from the 
Mercato, I could scarce have credited that these huzza- 
ing festive citizens were the same foul wolfish lazzaroni 
who but five days before were making the streets 
hideous with their famished appeals for food and jus- 
tice. A change had come upon the spirit of the city. 
O bella libertd^ o bella! It was Claudia who called 
the words out after us as we saluted her. 

The procession had been reduced to the simplest 
possible proportions. With one of those innate touches 
of courtesy which endear his memory, Masaniello had 
desired Salvator Rosa and myself to ride with him. 
Without advance guard, with neither drums nor trum- 
pets by which our passage might be heralded, without 
other arms than those which form the necessary equip- 
ment of a gentleman, we three rode alone through the 
crowded streets of Naples. Behind us at a hundred 
paces came Aniello Falcone, his eyes gleaming with 
triumph and his harsh features distorted by an almost 
unnatural frenzy of enthusiasm. There followed the 
Company of Death, a motley host ranged two by two 
and chanting as they marched an exultant hymn in 
praise of Liberty. That was all: no pomp was seen 
nor pageantry : not one of those glittering devices by 
which the conquerors of this world endeavour to stir up 
the patriotic passions of the populace : yet surely never 
did monarch flushed with conquest ride to his triumph 
amid such an overwhelming outburst of affection as 
that which from streets and windows and from house- 
tops rained in tumultuous acclaim on the Amalfi fisher- 
man. 

He rode ahead in advance of us, gay, smiling, debo- 
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nair, acknowledging the plaudits of the multitude with 
the easy grace of a prince bom in the purple. The 
shrinking fanatic of the Palazzo of Donna Anna was no 
longer to be recognised. Instead, his richly-caparisoned 
charger trampling the fresh-cut flowers which strewed 
the roadway, was Masaniello, the champion of Freedom, 
the heaven-sent saviour of the Faithful People. I have 
ridden by the side of the Archduke through Geneva, I 
have shared the triumphal honours of the greatest 
general of his age in Venice : I have still to find a 
parallel to that soul-stirring spectacle of the march to 
Liberty of Masaniello. 

His dress was of silver brocade ; he wore at his side 
a richly ornamented sword ; his hat was of white vel- 
vet, with a white plume floating from it. 

In the entrance of the Convent of San Luigi the 
Cardinal, with a glittering train of nobles, stood waiting 
in person to receive him. 

Masaniello dismounted slowly and remained motion- 
less, while the Company of Death ranged itself in a long 
line across the square. From the surrounding bal- 
conies streamed down an unceasing rain of flowers. 
The glare of the torches seemed to give something of a 
lurid touch to the serried masses of the people in the 
background. 

"The rats have returned," said II Signore. The 
sullen faces in the gateway were gazing upon us with an 
expression which betokened anything but satisfaction. 

"To find their palaces in flames," said Masaniello. 

With a sigh he turned to the now marshalled Com- 
pany and called for silence. 

" One hour and no longer. Should I not return 
within one hour I leave it to my people to avenge 
me. 

A quick movement in the gate showed that the 
nobility had understood him. Amid the thundering 
applause which filled the square the fisher-lad raised 
up his hands to heaven. 

" In the name of God and of the Faithful People." 

His eyes were flashing as he bade us follow him. 



224 The Company of Death 

An instant later and he was on his knees before the 
Cardinal. The massive portal swung to with a crash 
behind us. 

Up to that moment I doubt indeed whether the 
true inwardness of the occasion had dawned upon me 
properly. We were caught like mice in a trap, cut 
off from all hope of succour or deliverance, helpless 
in the power of those on whom no pressure could ever 
force forgetfulness. Surrounded by a ring of desperate 
and scowling enemies, our position under other circum- 
stances would have been a hopeless one. Yet here, as 
it happened, stepped in the irony of the situation, for 
we were, and we knew we were, as safe from treachery 
as in our homes. Not a man in that assemblage 
would have dared to lift up hand against us. The 
lesson of the week had not been wasted. The might 
of the Sovereign People had declared itself, and the 
arrogance of the nobility had shivered into fragments 
before the very lazzaroni whom in their heart of hearts 
they affected to despise as beings below the scale of 
mere humanity. 

If thought of perfidy still lingered in the minds of 
any, the incident which preluded our audience with His 
Excellency must have afforded sufficient opportunity 
for more sober counsels. 

We had reached the foot of the grand staircase when 
suddenly von Reinhold made his appearance from a 
side-door. Beyond an almost imperceptible glance he 
gave no sign of recognition of me. Stifily and with his 
sword in his hand he barred my passage. 

" My orders are to refuse admission to others besides 
Salvator Rosa and the Captain-General." 

Masaniello turned round sharply. 

"Whose orders, sir?" His voice exhibited some 
symptoms of asperity. 

"My orders,", said His Eminence. "This gentle- 
man " — he emphasised the word unpleasantly — " is 
a deserter from the Viceroy's bodyguard. His intru- 
sion into the presence would be an insult to His 
Excellency." 
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I was livid with anger, the more so as I could hear 
II Signore chuckling quietly behind me. For the space 
of a full minute there was silence. Then Masaniello 
stepped downwards with a jerk. 

"As your Eminence wills," said he. "Kuno von 
Striedbeck is my friend. And I — I go back to my 
fish." 

His voice was hysterical but not his manner as he 
took me by the arm and slowly moved towards the 
courtyard. 

There was a dull murmur from the nobles, and some- 
thing which bore a suspicious resemblance to an oath 
broke from the Cardinal. He strode up to Maso and 
he gripped him. 

" Have you reflected ? " he cried sternly. '* In the 
name of Holy Church I command your unquestioning 
obedience to her orders." 

"Eminence," said Maso, and once more he knelt, 
" I have it from your lips that with the sanction of the 
Church I am the divinely appointed instrument of 
Providence for the redemption of my people. Shall 
I fail in my duty and desert my friends and followers ? 
By the will of God and of His Blessed Mother I am 
the Captain-General of this city." He rose up proudly. 
" Go, Eminence, to the piazza and tell the crowds 
assembled that I, Masaniello, Captain-General of the 
Faithful People, rather than find myself a puppet 
clothed with mock authority, am about to return to 
the condition of a humble fisherman. Go, Eminence, 
and hear their answer." 

" By all the bones of the Apostles ! " muttered II 
Signore, " had I but charcoal and a canvas ! " His 
gaze riveted on Masaniello, he seemed unconscious of 
the gravity of our position. Not so the Cardinal. One 
might have said that diplomacy was ceding place to 
passion. Then in the nick of time some one among the 
nobles laughed. His Eminence wheeled round with a 
snarl of anger. But when he faced us again, his visage 
was unruffled. 

^* Figlio miOf^ he said quietly, "you forget the 

P 
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respect which is due to Holy Church. Had I known 
that you numbered this gentleman among your chosen 
comrades, I had ordered otherwise. Signor von Stried- 
beck, the Captain-General bids you enter with him." 
He laid a hand on Maso's shoulder. "My son, my 
son, would you upbraid, would you misjudge God's 
vicar? For eight-and-forty hours you shall go fast- 
ing, that your heart may be weaned from pride and 
arrogance." 

His tone was sorrowful and kindly as his words were 
simple. In a very ecstasy of remorse the Captain- 
General flung himself before his feet. The pause 
seemed endless ere His Eminence bent over him and 
raised him. But I was not far wrong when I con- 
jectured that the significance of the Cardinal"'s conces- 
sion had not been lost on the spectators. Scowl as 
they might, the Spanish tyrants were helpless. 

I seized the occasion of- our proceeding up the stair- 
case to exchange a few hasty words with Wolfram von 
Reinhold. To my secret relief, he appeared in no way 
astonished at the alteration in my fortunes. " Blood 
will out," was all he said. "I have heard that your 
father in his youth was just such another slave to 
sentiment. The very week of your arrival I knew what 
to expect of you. I doubt not that with your tempera- 
ment you have chosen the better road to your advance- 
ment. For myself, my chivalry consists in obedience to 
my master." He placed his mouth close to my ear 
and whispered: *'You have still Ercole to remember, 
Kuno. Nor is the Cardinal of a forgiving nature. He 
yields to-day, but he may strike to-morrow. And your 
Captain-General is no more than human." 

I nodded gravely enough, and we parted with as 
hearty a grip of the hand as though no differences 
had come between us and our comradeship. 

The scene in the great hall of the old building had 
clearly been arranged with a view to imparting to the 
ceremony an air of impressiveness which could not fail 
to have its influence on Masaniello. Silent and motion- 
less, their cowls drawn over their heads, their hands 
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demurely folded on their breasts, the monks of the 
convent stood ranged against the walls like an array 
of statues. Scattered in threatening groups about the 
doorway were the retainers of the nobles in their gaudy 
liveries ; for the most part turbulent ruffians from the 
country palaces, who, as they leaned upon their pikes, 
made small endeavour to conceal their bitter scorn of 
him whom the city reverenced and honoured. At the 
extremity of the hall, upon a gilded shrine which in 
itself bore witness to the almost incredible riches of the 
Order, reposed the priceless relics of the convent, fore- 
most among them an unpretentious vase, in shape not 
unlike a carriage lantern, but serving none the less to 
screen from the gaze of the profane the miraculous 
blood of San Gennaro, which by the rapidity or slow- 
ness of its liquefaction has so long in appointed hands 
foretold good fortune or calamity to the Most Faithful 
People. 

If, by the exposition of this, the sacred object dearest 
to the heart of every Neapolitan, the Cardinal had 
hoped to overawe the fisher-lad into submission, he was 
destined to learn his error at the outset. For Masa- 
niello, though he faltered or seemed to falter for the 
briefest moment as his eye took in the spectacle, was 
too buoyed up with the consciousness of his exalted 
mission to flinch in the face of what he knew to be his 
triumph. One had but to gaze upon his countenance 
to realise that for the time at all events his thoughts 
were wholly with his followers. To procure the per- 
manent alleviation of their sufferings, to guide the 
administration of the city in the interests not of the few 
but of the many : such was the noble ideal which that 
evening caused him to rise superior to the vague 
and superstitious apprehensions which had earlier 
beset him. 

Proudly, with his head raised and with lips closed 
tightly, he proceeded down the centre of the great 
saloon, and, kneeling reverently before the shrine, 
besought the blessing of San Gennaro on his efforts. 
Then as the nobles clustered to the right, and Salvator 
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Rosa and I passed to the left, he rose, and, escorted by 
the Cardinal, approached the Viceroy. 

The throne of His Excellency had been removed to 
the most sheltered corner of the gallery. Here with 
a great screen beside him to shut off the imaginary 
draught he so much dreaded, and with a pair of char- 
coal braziers filling the air with pestilent fumes about 
him, sat the Duke of Arcos. 

^^ Maledetto r^ whispered Salvator Rosa to me with 
a splutter. '* It was warm enough in the streets in 
every conscience. But this — I fear that Nature ha§ 
hardly fitted me to be a courtier. Body of a dog ! His 
Corpulence is shivering." 

My mind recalled the many weary hours which I had 
spent on duty in the Viceregal atmosphere, and I had 
difficulty in choking down my laughter. The heat 
of the many wax-lights alone, without the braziers, 
would have driven any other than His Excellency to 
the refreshing coolness of the loggia which showed so 
invitingly beyond the windows. And yet my comrade 
had said truly. The Duke indeed was shivering. 

Smarting no doubt under the people's victory— even 
his extraordinary lethargy can scarcely have been proof 
against some sense of the present humiliation of his 
position — the Viceroy had attired himself with a care 
which, while obviously studied with a view to intensify- 
ing his own impressiveness, in reality showed oflf his 
quivering frame to the worst possible disadvantage. 
He wore a tight-fitting tunic of blue silk embroidered 
with silver butterflies, the wings of which were formed 
of variegated gems : a tunic which, as I learned after- 
wards, had been miraculously rescued from the sack of 
the Palazzo Reale by the varlet whose duty it was 
to attend to the manifold demands of the Viceregal 
wardrobe. A broad ribbon of a vivid emerald colour 
traversed the ducal breast, upon the left of which there 
shone three stars in diamonds and rich enamel. The 
massive limbs were encased in fleshings of the same 
material and hue as composed the doublet ; the heavy, 
shapeless neck was swallowed up in a starched ruff of 
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ultra-fashionable proportions. A cloak of white satin 
trimmed with gold lace hung loosely from one shoulder. 
The chin-tuft, which answered the purpose of a beard, 
was oiled extravagantly: the coarse, rubicund counte- 
nance, with its bead-like, watery eyes, was barely to be 
discerned below the flowing flaxen curls which art, not 
Nature, deemed in harmony with the swarthy, overhang- 
ing eyebrows. 

Masaniello advanced before this fantastic apparition 
and bowed low. It was easy to see from his demeanour 
that His Excellency had failed to inspire him with 
those feelings of reverence which invariably actuated 
his manner when he addressed the Cardinal. 

The Viceroy clutched the sides of his chair, and 
looked down upon his conqueror as he might have 
looked upon a reptile. 

" I think there must be a window open. Would you 
see. Cardinal ? " 

His Eminence glared at him sharply. The rebuflF 
which he had met with in the courtyard must have 
rankled in him, for he answered, if not bitterly yet in 
a tone which was indicative of certain irritation — 

'* Your Excellency is mistaken. There is no window 
open. The heat of these braziers is insufferable. But 
your Excellency is doubtless indisposed as usual." 

Still ignoring Masaniello, the Viceroy blinked at him. 

" You do not address me in a proper fashion. Cardinal." 
He leered suspiciously around him. One of the nobles 
whispered something. 

" I am a Ponce de Leone," he said suddenly. He had 
caught the look of contempt on the surrounding faces. 
" 111 as I am, it is I who am responsible for the good 
government of Naples. Perhaps your Eminence had 
better leave us." 

The Cardinal bit his thin lips with a start. He had 
not reckoned on this unexpected assertion of authority. 

" Aut dux aut nihily^ murmured Salvator Rosa. His 
Eminence flung a glance in his direction, then without a 
word he turned and left the gallery. 

The Viceroy held out a flabby hand to Masaniello. 
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" I am pleased to see you," he said feebly, and he 
shivered. He thrust out his foot against a brazier. 

I looked towards the doorway just in time to see 
that the Cardinal had paused for a moment and was 
smiling. 

'* I am not well," exclaimed the Viceroy, " but I have 
always tried to be a father to my people." 



CHAPTER XXIV 

AN INTERVIEW WITH HIS EXCELLENCY 

One would give much to know what thoughts were 
passing through the mind of Masaniello at that moment. 
On the rare occasions, indeed, when the Viceroy had 
condescended to display his august person before the 
admiring eyes of his beloved populace, it had been as 
a splendid vision to be worshipped at a distance: a 
glittering constellation in a coach-and-six, surrounded 
by a host of satellites, and attended by a swarm of 
running footmen in liveries of such inspiring grandeur 
that the price of the gold embroidery alone which 
covered them would have more than sufficed to main- 
tain a dozen lazzaroni for a lifetime. Men were aware 
that His Excellency was corpulent ; men were aware 
that his health was but indifferent; only too well 
authenticated were the stories concerning his almost 
criminal weakness and his greed for riches: yet that 
peculiar glamour which attaches itself to the position of 
a Viceroy, nay the very unapproachableness of so direct 
a representative of Majesty, could hardly fail to dazzle 
the imagination even of those whose station in life left 
scanty scope for illusion as to the true nature of his 
character. And if this were true of the more prosperous 
classes, in how great a measure must it have reflected 
the feelings of the lazzaroni, that downtrodden section 
of the populace who, while they hated, cringed with an 
ease born of long years of slavery before the splendid 
half-seen tyrant at whose sufferance they held their 
lives and so-called liberty. 

Vox populiy vox Dei, In a single night the gorgeous 

dream had vanished into nothingness. The voice of 
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an outraged people had shattered the idol from its 
pedestal. To-day, for the first time in the history of 
Naples, a member of the lazzaroni stood face to face 
with an Imperial Viceroy, beheld him stripped of the 
divinity which hedged him. 

I wonder again what thoughts were in the mind of 
Masaniello. 

" I am pleased to see you," said the Duke, in a tone 
which was intended to be dignified. 

Masaniello bowed and answered nothing. There was 
a sparkle in his eyes, but his visage was inscrutable. 

" If you had come to me in the first instance, I would 
have granted your requests," went on the Viceroy 
suddenly. *'You have not behaved properly in the 
matter. I say nothing about myself, but complaints 
are reaching me from many quarters. The Duke of 
Caivano, for example, tells me that you have burnt his 
palace and wantonly destroyed his valuable collection 
of wild animals, including a young lion which he had 
just procured at great expense from the Levant." 

*' It is the lottery of fortune," said Masaniello very 
quietly. '* Ecco il sangue dei poveri I Your Excellency 
can hardly have forgotten the source from whence the 
Duke obtained his riches." 

To say that this unexpected temerity on the part 
of a mere fisherman reduced the Viceroy to a condition 
bordering on syncope would be to describe the matter 
but indifferently. The scene was one for a great 
painter, for Micco Spadaro perhaps, whose genius for 
detail, unequalled in our generation, might even have 
been taxed in the endeavour to do justice to the subject. 
The great saloon in all its blaze of wax-lights, the 
shadowy galleries, the triumphant reception of King 
Alphonso portrayed upon the ceiling and emphasising 
the humiliation of the present, just as the saloon itself 
in all its faded grandeur seemed eloquent of long-dead 
majesty; the motionless cowled monks against the 
historic walls, hands clasped and faces covered, in utter 
heedlessness of that epoch in the annals of Liberty 
which Fate had decreed should be enacted in their 
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presence ; the group of insolent, impatient nobles whose 
fingers itched upon their sword-hilts and whose looks 
shot forth defiance even while the knowledge of their 
impotence might hold them tongue-tied; by way of 
contrast Salvator Rosa in an attitude of elaborate in- 
difference and pulling gently at his beard as he watched 
them with a half-amused complacency. And then the 
central figure of the picture: the Captain-General of 
the Most Faithful People, slim and boyish in appearance, 
a look of ineffable exaltation on his countenance, clasp- 
ing an amulet against his bosom, the wildness of his 
eyes turning insensibly to softness as he allowed his 
gaze to wander from the fantastic object on the throne 
before him to the resplendent shrine with its thrice- 
hallowed burden. Between the braziers, on his chair 
of state, sat huddled the Viceroy of His Most Catholic 
Majesty of Spain ; a coarse, ungainly shape attired as 
for a masquerade, his hands folded loosely on his 
stomach, and his bloated visage protruding from the 
monstrous ruff which compassed it. Yet this man was 
a Spanish Grandee and a Viceroy, the other among the 
lowest of the lazzaroni. 

And presently the Viceroy of Naples twirled his 
thumbs and blinked. 

" You have destroyed my palace," he said irritably. 
"You have tried to kill me." 

Masaniello cast him a searching glance and to my 
astonishment dropped down upon one knee and broke 
out passionately — 

" Excellency, if I speak as I do, I speak for Naples. 
We are no rebels. You are our Viceroy and our 
father. We implore you to protect your subjects from 
the oppression of those who have taken advantage of 
your Excellency's illness to lay such burdens on us 
as have turned men to wolves and savages. Had but 
your health been different. Excellency, did you but 
know what crimes are perpetrated in your name! 
Believe me, Excellency, when I say that the very 
children in the streets " 

" What do you mean ? " interrupted the Viceroy 
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thickly. ** Why do you speak to me like that ? I have 
been ill, more ill than people realise." He turned and 
glared in the direction of the nobles. "I begin to 
understand," he murmured. " Things have been done 
Mrithout my sanction." 

Salvator Rosa gulped down something in his throat. 
**Caperi/" he whispered to me. " His Corpulence is 
not such a fool as he is painted.'' 

I nodded silently, for at that moment the Duke of 
Arcos lurched from the throne. 

''I am a Ponce de Leone," he said. "When we 
have signed the charter, I shall be pleased to have a 
talk with you. But my health has been very indifferent 
If I had known that there was any suffering among 
my people, I should have adopted stricter measures." 

A look of distrust flickered over Masaniello's features. 
The Viceroy must have seen it, for he smiled benevo- 
lently. 

'* As Captain-General it will be your duty to advise 
me, but you must not forget that I am Viceroy. Should 
the people have any reasonable complaint, I am always 
ready to listen to their grievances. I shall of course 
expect you to use what influence you may possess in 
putting down these terrible disturbances about the city. 
I hope to hear of no more burning or destruction." 

He sighed and warmed his fingers at a brazier. 

*' If I pardon you on this occasion, it is because you 
are my children, and I fear that some one has taken 
advantage of my illness to place me in a false position. 
Your poor Viceroy has suffered — suffered perhaps more 
greatly than his subjects. Yet I am resigned to suffer- 
ing. I do not burn other people's houses when I am 
unhappy. And you must have patience with me. . . . 
Don Ettore Ravaschieri, will you be good enough to 
bring the charter." 

One of the nobles stepped forward with a half-con- 
temptuous grimace upon his countenance. 

"Your Excellency will permit me to suggest that, 
before signing the charter, it might be expedient to 
demand some more definite assurance that our persons 
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and our properties will not again be subjected to such 
outrages as have lately afforded amusement to your 
Excellency's Captain-General and the riff-raff whom 
he calls his followers. Your Excellency cannot be 
ignorant of the fact that the young lion belonging to 
the Duke of Caivano represents but an infinitesimal 
fraction of the losses which have been sustained by 
us. Should your Excellency's Captain-General " 

The Viceroy, at the risk of apoplexy, regained his 
voice. 

'*You are forgetting the respect which is due to 
me," he quavered, while his whole frame shook with 
anger. "Be silent, Don Ettore. I do not wish to 
listen to your speeches. You have already given me 
a headache." 

There was a sudden movement among the nobles, 
but no one ventured to remonstrate. The uncertain 
temper of the Viceroy, coupled with the almost despotic 
authority conferred upon him by virtue of his office, 
were potent factors in ensuring the servility of those 
who trusted to his favour for their own advancement. 
An angry whisper here and there, a rustle of bejewelled 
scabbards, a twitch of a short cloak, a scarce heard 
murmur, and with a bow Don Ettore Ravaschieri had 
quitted the Presence to return a minute later with the 
charter. * 

The Viceroy was glaring suspiciously at his adher- 
ents. "I will take a glass of wine," he murmured; 
"wine is good for me." Masaniello had not moved 
from his position; the beads of perspiration were 
gathering on his forehead. His Excellency shivered, 
blinked at him, then handed his glass to be replenished. 
" I feel a little feverish. In this treacherous climate 
one cannot be too careful." He fumbled awhile, and 
slowly detached the chain of gold which encircled the 
gigantic ruff about his neck. 

" I will ask you to accept and wear this chain in 
token of your office. You must not forget that you are 
now my Captain-General." 

For one brief instant I could have thought that 
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Masaniello hesitated ere, with a grace which contrasted 
strangely with the other's clumsiness, he bowed his 
acknowledgment of the Viceregal condescension. 

** Excellency, I am but a simple fisherman, and not 
versed in statecraft Yet, by the grace of God, if there 
be aught in which I may hope to serve my fellow- 
citizens, to bring prosperity to this great city, then may 
I not be wanting in my duty to your Excellency." 

" Thank you," said the Viceroy, shambling forward. 
" I feel sure that you will earn the people's gratitude. 
Until ray health improves, I shall be obliged to delegate 
to you the task of preserving order in the city. Mean- 
while, Don Ettore will read aloud to us the charter." 

So saying, he advanced towards the shrine, whither 
we followed in a body^^ the nobles as before holding 
aloof from us, but veiling their hostility beneath a new 
assumption of indifference. Salvator Rosa was like a 
man asleep ; he had apparently lost all interest in the 
proceedings. For myself, the greater my remoteness 
from the heat of the intolerable braziers, the more was 
my curiosity excited as to what motive, if any, underlay 
this surprising display of determination on the part of 
the Duke of Arcos. The charter itself, indeed, con- 
tained but little that was novel, consisting mainly of a 
formal ratification of those immunities and privileges 
which Charles the Fifth had generously accorded to the 
city. What riveted my attention was the penultimate 
section, by virtue of which Masaniello was confirmed in 
his new office : an office which carried with it an 
extended power over the lives and well-being of the 
citizens, and even nobles, such as caused me to gasp 
in sheer amazement. An indefinable misgiving gradu- 
ally settled on me as I listened ; I turned to Salvator 
Rosa; his eyes were open wide again, and he was 
smiling. " St foret in tertis^ rideret Democritus^* he 
grunted. The Viceroy had affixed his signature to the 
parchment which now lay on the shrine, and was 
agitating the polverino with a hand so tremulous that 
a shower of sand had filtered upon the nearest relics. 
'* I fear that I have taken cold," he said, with a glance 
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in the direction of the braziers, and he passed the pen 
to Masaniello with a shudder. 

The Captain-General's face betrayed discomfort. 
''Excellency," he began, then stopped and hesitated, 
shifting his body from the left foot to the right. He 
examined the pen and reddened. *' I cannot write," he 
stammered finally, and a titter ran round among the 
nobles. The Viceroy stared at him with a stupefied 
expression. " Perhaps one of your friends," he ex- 
claimed, after an interval, which seemed longer and 
more constrained than it doubtless was in reality. 
" Perhaps one of your friends would sign for you." He 
blinked at Salvator Rosa and at me alternately. My 
comrade sniggered, nudged me, thrust me forward non- 
chalantly. Half consciously my fingers grasped the 
pen, and I was witnessing the mark of Masaniello. 
Kuno von Striedbeck : the name stands there to-day : 
a signatory of the historic document preserved among 
the most cherished archives of the city. I, Kuno von 
Striedbeck, had assisted to make history ; despite my- 
self, as it were, I was henceforth part and parcel of the 
history of Naples. 

Yet I experienced no sense of exultation. I could 
not but realise that the Viceroy had recognised both me 
and II Signore; his game lay somewhere underneath 
the surface. Masaniello's eyes were fastened upon the 
vial containing the Sacred Blood of San Gennaro ; the 
face of Salvator Rosa was a study in amused indiffer- 
ence. I glanced at the fantastic figure of His Excel- 
lency, I surveyed the insolent yet silent group of 
nobles; instinctively I dreaded treachery, even while 
I strove to dismiss the thought as a delusion. 

**Now that we have finished with the charter," said 
the Duke of Arcos, " I would like to consult you on the 
subject of the taxes. I shall shortly have to forward 
the tribute to His Most Catholic Majesty. The war 
with France has already made a heavy drain upon us, 
and there are my own expenses to consider. Perhaps 
Monsignor Emilio Altieri might be able to oflTer a 
suggestion," 
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An ecclesiastic whom I had not previously noticed — I 
knew him for the Papal Nuncio, the same who after- 
wards ascended the throne of Saint Peter as Clement 
the Tenth — pushed to the front blandly. 

" Your Excellency is pleased to place me on the horns 
of a dilemma. It is no easy matter to think of any form 
of taxation which would prove acceptable to your Excel- 
lency's Captain-General. Since, however, it is desirable 
obviously that all classes should contribute as far as 
they may towards the increasing burden of the state, 
the citizens, in recognition of your Excellency's most 
generous remissions, might possibly be induced to 
consent to some gabella on an article of food which is 
in common consumption throughout the entire com- 
munity. In that way, as your Excellency will perceive, 
the tax will be equally apportioned, and there can be 
no further ground for complaint that the weight is un- 
duly severe upon the less prosperous members of the 
populace." 

''It is absolutely necessary that money should be 
found," said the Viceroy. "One cannot continue to 
enjoy the privilege of a settled government without 
contributing towards its cost." 

Masaniello had listened to the Nuncio in silence. 

"Shall men pay what they have not?" he cried 
suddenly, with heaving breast and arms spread out 
before him. '* Is the rich man's belly greater than the 
poor man's? Shall he require within the next few 
hours more nourishment than he who labours that the 
slothful rich may profit by his handiwork ? " 

" I should be glad if you would talk more quietly," 
exclaimed the Viceroy irritably. " I shall not be able 
to sleep after this excitement. You forget that an 
empire cannot be maintained without some incon- 
venience on the part of every citizen." 

Masaniello softened his voice and gestures. " Is 
there any cause so noble or so great that it may justify 
a tax upon the people's food, upon the necessaries of 
life, without which labour of even the meanest kind 
becomes impossible? Excellency, if there must be 
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taxes, let those taxes be proportionate, let each man 
pay according to his wealth or poverty. Better a happy 
and a prosperous people than the world's dominion. I 
am no enemy to Spain, I cry God save His Majesty. 
But if I am Captain-General of this city, let mine be 
the voice that pleads for fairness in taxation." 

" You have then some proposal ? " put in the Nuncio 
in his sleekest accents. 

The old wild look crept into Maso's eyes. He fingered 
the links of his chain uneasily. It was II Signore who 
roused himself at last and answered for him. 

'* Proposal ? " he said gruffly. *' I fancy I can supply 
your Excellency with a suitable suggestion. The profit 
of the earth is for all ; the King himself is served by the 
field. But since it appears essential that Naples must 
be bled in order that Spain may prosecute her con- 
quests, we will do well not to consider raw material, or 
such trivialities as wheat or pigs' food. A heavy import 
duty upon manufactured goods would be strongly 
applauded by the lazzaroni, who are perforce contented 
with the products of home industries. These Genoese 
silks and velvets, these gay Florentine embroideries 
which are so necessary to the comfort of our nobler 
citizens, should prove a lucrative source of revenue* 
What are these things but luxuries? Yet they go 
free in order that the poor may pay the taxes. Body 
of a dog ! You who are wealthy have a strange idea 
of justice." 

** I will not discuss the matter further," said the 
Viceroy. " I did not ask for your opinion." It was 
clear that he controlled himself with difficulty. 

Salvator Rosa turned a grinning countenance to- 
wards the nobles. "I ask your pardon, gentlemen," 
he said. " True words do not accord with courtly 
atmosphere." 

What might have been the ultimate consequence of 
his audacity I will not venture to conjecture. The 
tension of the situation was fortunately relieved by the 
sudden apparition of von Reinhold. The message 
which he brought was terse and summary. The mob. 
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suspicious of the delay, was making preparations to 
attack the convent. 

" Dies irae, dies ilia, 
Solvet saeclum in favilla 
Teste David cum Sibylla. 

Quantus tremor est futurus, 
Quando Judex est venturus, 
Cuncta stricte discussurus." 

As if at a hidden signal, the monks against the 
walls were chanting the Sequence used in the Office 
of the Dead. Maso gave vent to a cry and dropped 
before the shrine. He rose again and his whole body 
stiffened. 

" Remember that I look to you to quell these dis- 
orders in the city." 

I could feel myself growing pale. The Viceroy's 
voice was tremulous ; the demeanour of the nobles was 
indicative of secret triumph. The Viceroy held out his 
hand. Masaniello stooped with an effort, kissed it. 
The melancholy dirge rang in our ears as without a 
word we bowed and slowly moved towards the court- 
yard. 

" Masaniello ! Masaniello ! " From beyond the mas- 
sive outer portal the volume of the sound swelled like 
a thunder-clap. 

Von Reinhold, who was leading, halted by the gate- 
way. As Masaniello passed him he brought his sword 
to the salute. Salvator Rosa grunted. "Another 
fifteen minutes and — " The rest was drowned in the 
roar which greeted us from the piazza. The gate of 
the convent closed with a brazen clang behind us. 

We were all three strangely silent and preoccupied 
as the Company of Death formed up, and we rode at 
their head through the still crowded city. In the glare 
of the torches the most familiar objects seemed dis- 
torted ; even Salvator Rosa peered furtively about him 
in the manner of one oppressed by some vague fear of 
the unknown. 
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We neared the Mercato before the Captain-General 
broke the silence. 

" God and His Mother help me. Madonna mia, thou 
knowest that I have tried to do my duty." 

He drew from his neck the sacred relic which held 
the thumb-nail of Saint Peter. 

" Behold the Captain-General of the Most Faithful 
People ! " he cried out hysterically. *' Shall not a fisher- 
man bring happiness to Naples ! " 

A shower of flowers rained on him from the windows ; 
the still night air was rent with frenzied acclamations. 
Then suddenly a shot rang out. The relic flew from 
his fingers shattered into fragments. 

" You saw ? " said II Signore calmly. 

I moved my lips in answer. I seemed to have seen 
the figure of Ercole outlined within a casement. A 
dreamlike shadow for a single instant, yet I knew it. 

Masaniello dismounted, raised his hands to heaven. 
" A miracle ! A miracle, my people ! " The scream was 
pitiful in its intensity. 

The Company of Death surrounded us. From the 
casements up above there rose a cry of terror and of 
thankfulness. Maso fell prostrate in the roadway 
weeping. 



CHAPTER XXV 

WHOM THE GODS WOULD RUIN 

"This Masaniello," writes the Cardinal in that remark- 
able daily journal which it was his custom to forward 
to Rome for the information of the Holy Pontiff, " this 
Masaniello has risen in a few days to such a height of 
authority and influence, and has known how to acquire 
so much respect and obedience, that he makes the 
whole town tremble by his decrees, which are executed 
by his followers with all punctuality and promptitude. 
He shows discretion, wisdom, and moderation ; in short, 
he has attained in this city the position of a king, and 
that the most glorious and triumphant which the world 
has seen — un Re in questa Cittd^ ed il pih glorioso e 
trionfante che abbia avuto il mondo. He who has not 
known him cannot imagine him ; and he who has cannot 
exactly describe him. All his clothing consists in a shirt 
and slops of coarse white linen, such as are commonly 
worn by the lower class of fisherman; moreover, he 
walks about barefooted and with his head uncovered. 
His confidence in me and respect for me are a real 
miracle of God, whereby alone the attainment of an 
end or understanding of these perplexing events is 
possible.'* 

This ingenuous extract which, together with the fol- 
lowing ones, I owe to the never-failing courtesy of my 
friend the Director of the Papal Archives, is dated Wed- 
nesday the lOth of July 1647, and must therefore have 
been penned some twenty-four hours only before the 
memorable interview with His Excellency which I have 
just recorded. I can but regret that the "miracle of 

God " whereby alone the attainment of an end was 
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possible should so suddenly have acquired a deeper 
meaning. Even the Cardinal, indeed, does not attempt 
to minimise the unfortunate consequences of that ill- 
starred effort of Ercole to bring the ** perplexing events " 
to a conclusion. The Captain-General himself was for 
a short time powerless. Not merely were the lazza- 
rohi beyond all influence of reason in their unthinking 
passion to avenge the outrage on their leader; the 
miraculous intervention, and, alas! destruction of the 
hallowed thumb-nail of Saint Peter, had roused the 
fanaticism of the populace to a degree which may 
scarcely be imagined by those who have no more than 
a superficial knowledge of the part played by supersti- 
tion in the history of Naples. 

Rumour fanned rumour. The wildest tales gained 
ready and immediate credence. From two to three 
hundred banditti had attacked the procession in the 
market-place; a modern Barbarossa had surprised the 
city with his horde of merciless Algerian pirates and 
was but awaiting the approach of nightfall before com- 
mencing those dreaded operations which are only too 
familiar yet to the dwellers upon the southern coasts of 
Italy. Some there were who with their own eyes had 
seen great drops of blood ooze forth from the picture of 
the Madonna which, painted by Saint Luke, goes by the 
appellation of La Bruna, and which has ever wrought 
such wondrous miracles "Since the day when in the 
seventh century the hermits of Mount Carmel, fleeing 
from the persecution of the Saracens, brought it to 
Naples. Some there were who rushed about the streets 
proclaiming that Masaniello was dying, dead, or sorely 
wounded ; others that the Compagnia della Morte had 
been decimated in a gallant endeavour to protect him 
from the treachery of certain nobles who had sought 
to slay him. 

So the whole of Friday and Saturday was given 
up to angry vengeance. Liberty, Charter, Viceroy, 
were forgotten ; strive though we might the Company 
could not allay the panic. No need to linger over the 
deplorable excesses which were perpetrated. 
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** The people," writes Ascanio Filomarino — the entry 
in the journal bears the date of midnight, Saturday — 
" the people thronged with great violence to the palaces 
of the nobles and the convents in the belief that there 
banditti or their adherents were concealed. They ran- 
sacked everything, sacred places, smouldering ruins, set 
fire to those buildings which had hitherto escaped their 
fury. Your Holiness may imagine the state of in- 
describable confusion of the city whilst thirty thousand 
armed men, breathing rage and vengeance, tore wildly 
about in every direction, and murdered all suspected 
persons. The worst part went on by the Church and 
Convent of the Carmine where I was staying. In my 
own room I gave many dying persons absolution ; 
amongst them a tailor who was shot down by my side. 
When the carnage came to an end it was suddenly 
rumoured that the banditti had poisoned the springs at 
Poggio Reale which supply the greater part of the town 
with water. The fury of the people was again aroused. 
I caused a pitcher of water to be brought and drank 
it in the presence of many persons, which silenced the 
suspicion ; and as your Holiness is much respected in 
this city, and even from the time in which you were 
a Nuncio here they have a pleasant recollection of you, 
so in the stress of utmost need I bless the people in 
your name and admonish them to be quiet for the love 
of you, which also does not fail of its effect." 

To cast a slur upon the strict adherence to accuracy 
of a Cardinal — and that more especially in his com- 
munications with the Holy Father — would ill become a 
pious Catholic such as the von Striedbecks have in- 
variably been reckoned. I will content myself with 
suggesting that to the Compagnia della Morte belongs 
no inconsiderable credit for the tranquillity which after 
two entire days of senseless butchery was once again 
restored to Naples. Upon us, and more especially on 
Masaniello, devolved the actual task of quieting the city 
— a task the more heart-breaking since it was but 
gradual in its accomplishment, and only to be achieved 
by methods which came nearer home to the infuriated 
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lazzaroni than is likely to have been the case with any 
spiritual admonishment in the name of the love which 
they might bear His Holiness. And herein, as I 
suspect, the real craft of the Cardinal revealed itself. 
That a ** miracle of God " is best left to work out its 
own fulfilment without the aid of human agency is a 
reflection upon which I fear that I am hardly qualified 
to comment. Whatever the motive of Ercole's attempt 
upon the life of Masaniello, whether intended to succeed or 
merely by its very failure to influence the already hysteri- 
cal nature of the Captain-General — I frankly avow my 
belief that his assassination at that juncture would have 
been an experiment too hazardous in the existing state 
of public feeling for its deliberate adoption by a diplo- 
matist of the astuteness of His Eminence — whatever, 
I repeat, the motive, certain it is that before the week 
was out the strain of his position was beginning to tell 
on Masaniello. The constant apprehension of murder 
weighed on him ; he was possessed by a feverish 
activity which kept him sitting in the scorching summer 
sun from early morn till evening', engaged in the task of 
organising and of judging. It was noticed that he did 
not sleep nor, in pursuance of the penance imposed 
upon him by the Cardinal, did food pass between his 
lips during those eight-and-forty hours of suspense 
and crisis. Fatigue, excitement, some natural fear of 
death ; there was nothing more the matter with the 
lad than a day's rest with a little peace of mind 
would have repaired. But fate gave him opportunity 
for neither; for a week the care of a city with 
thousands of inhabitants had overtaxed his energies; 
he had been general, judge, and legislator, and during 
the whole time he had hardly slept or eaten. The con- 
sequences were inevitable; the man whom the gods 
would ruin they first drive mad. 

Writes the Cardinal in his entry of the night of 
Sunday : ** The wisdom, the acuteness, and the modera- 
tion first shown by this fisherman are entirely gone 
since the signature of the capitulation." I cannot, 
though I would, dispute the justice of the statement : 
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to no one more than to myself and II Signore was 
the distressing truth apparent. *'The most glorious 
and triumphant king whom the world has seen " was 
suddenly transformed into an irresponsible despot, 
betraying unmistakable signs of an unsettled brain and 
infirmity of temper. Rumours, conjectures, have been 
rife of poison secretly administered: rumours which I 
have long dismissed with a simple shrug of incredulity. 
No. The fault lay in the temperament, the Southern 
excitability of the man himself, fanned into a blaze by 
the unusual mode of life not less than by the super- 
stitious fancies which were so cunningly encouraged by 
the "good Archbishop." 

As I sat with Claudia and II Signore upon that 
Sunday morning in a room which looked out on the 
Mercato and saw how, once the fury of the populace 
had spent itself, the great market-place was given up to 
J^oisy, good-humoured chaffering and barter, I feU to 
wondering what future possibly could lie in store for 
this strange fickle people, the strength and weakness of 
whose character I could imagine as being typified in 
Masaniello. Odd as it may seem, the bloodshed of 
yesterday had left no trace behind it ; a stranger gazing 
at the scene would have found it impossible to credit 
that the city was in the throes of revolution. 

Naples was at peace; excess had been followed by 
reaction; the citizens had awakened to the sense of 
new-won liberty. It was the day of triumph, a festa 
in honour of the Captain-General, a public thanksgiving 
for his miraculous deliverance. 

Since early morning Masaniello had been closeted 
with the Cardinal engaged in drafting measures for the 
regulation of the city. Little did we reck — we who, 
while noticing his restlessness, idly attributed it to the 
excitement of the moment — how great a change was 
passing over him. Our talk, indeed, as we awaited 
his arrival, breathed no thought of the approaching 
ruin of our hopes. A bantering mood had taken 
hold of us; Salvator Rosa's tongue wagged without 
ceasing as he enlarged on the marvellous contrast 
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between the joyous scene before us and the aspect 
of the square on the preceding Sunday when Pro- 
vidence had decreed that I should figure as a male- 
factor in the eyes of those who were now my friends 
and my associates. 

In the beaten earth of the piazza, turned in many 
parts to mud by the stagnating pools and muck-heaps, 
a herd of swine, free then as now to roam the city, 
wallowed and grunted at their fancy. Then as now: 
the flight of forty years has barely availed to alter in 
one single detail the blending of romance with squalor, 
of poverty in midst of plenty with historic dignity which 
must ever cluster around my memories of the Mercato. 
Along the line of buildings runs the sole and narrow 
roadway, the Inseliciato or Pavement, so called from 
the cobbles which compose it; in the corner by the 
Porta stand the Church and Convent of the Carmine, 
with the lofty tower, the tallest in the city, which formed 
the place of meeting of the Company; near by, the 
Chapel of the Cross yet marks the spot where Conrad 
fell, and where his comrade Frederick gave utterance 
to that scream so pitiful that " all men wept." Enclos- 
ing the square, tumbling and leaning one against the 
other, are the rude dwellings of the lazzaroni, their 
windows closed in with waxcloth, their eaves of tarred 
planks projecting clumsily, while here and there a 
greasy flag suspended from a branch denotes the 
presence of a tavern, the most frequented of which 
was then the Tavern of the Cocks where we were 
seated. To the left of the fountain lay the humble 
abode of Masaniello ; beneath the central casement the 
curious may yet perceive the arms of Charles the 
Fifth of a very ancient standing : a circumstance which 
has been understood by many as a presage that to a 
dweller in that building would fall the task of restoring 
liberty to Naples — a light in which the Captain-General 
himself, indeed, even in boyhood, is credibly said to 
have regarded it. 

Let that be as it may. To the crowd assembled on 
that Sunday morning it must certainly have seemed 
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that at last the prophecy had met with its fulfilment. 
In striking contrast to the desolation of the homes of 
the erstwhile slaves of tyranny was the centre and 
especially the eastern portion of the immense piazza. 
Here were the temporary booths of vendors of all kinds 
of produce : in front of each was prominently displayed 
upon a pike the assise or list of prices current as or- 
dained by Masaniello. Pork, bread, vegetables, fruit, 
fish, oil, and salt : these, while yielding a reasonable 
profit to the producer, had at last been brought within 
the means of the consumer. Alone, the permanent 
shops of the monopolists frowned tenantless: above 
their portals they carried the arms of the nobles to 
whom they were indebted for their privileges. I say it, 
and I say it fervently and from my heart, if Masaniello 
had achieved nought else, this thing in itself would have 
entitled him to be reckoned among the benefactors of 
mankind. 

Small cause for wonder that when presently he rode 
into the market-place, the clamorous frenzy of the 
multitude surpassed itself. Unattended, solitary, one 
man among five thousand — he had resumed his fisher- 
man's costume, thereby accentuating the impressiveness 
of the golden chain of office which glittered upon his 
tattered shirt and open bosom — he urged his horse to a 
gallop along the Inseliciato, waving his hand repeatedly 
in response to the plaudits of his followers. His face 
was unnaturally pale and drawn, his manner agitated, 
but as yet there was nothing to betray the alteration in 
spirit which so soon revealed itself. 

Salvator Rosa leaned out from the window as for the 
third time Maso passed below us. 

'* Enough of horsemanship ! " he cried with a guffaw. 
" This is no school of equitation that you need to con- 
tinue to display your paces." 

Masaniello reined up with a jerk. 

"What then?" he called out to us. "Shall I, like 
you, sit feasting in a tavern ? I come to hold a judg- 
ment — I, the Captain-General of this city." 

" Che canchero dice^' muttered Claudia. " Shall we 
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have never done with judgments ? " And she recited 
loudly, to the evident amusement of her brother — 

^* Spassammoce amice miei e po' vevimme 
Fin che nee noglie a la lucema ; 
Chi sa si a Pauto munno nee vedimmo, 
Chi sa si a I'auto munno nee taverna ! " 

She placed her hands in mine. " Let us enjoy our- 
selves, and then live as long as there is oil in the lamp. 
Who knows that in the other world we shall see each other, 
who knows that in the other world there is any tavern ! " 

I grinned back slily. "So," I said. '* Since when 
have we ceased to be conspirators ? I doubt not that 
you have absolved me from my promise." 

With a little cry of dismay she shook her head and 
reached for a plate upon the table. " I am hungry," she 
said, laughing. " If you are sensible, Kuno, you will 
join me. But we are still conspirators. When the 
French fleet comes to Naples, I give you permission to 
be as sentimental as you will. Until that happens, I 
entrust my brother with the task of keeping you in 
order. We have won their freedom for the lazzaroni ; 
it remains to be seen how long they keep it. Between 
the Cardinal and Masaniello we may find ourselves in 
difficulties, I understand my countrymen. Gaze 
yonder where the Captain-General sits before his 
dwelling. My mind misgives me when I note his 
restlessness." 

I followed the direction of her eye uneasily. Maso 
was seated on a wooden platform and gesticulating 
wildly. A body was writhing in convulsive agony 
beside the platform; another was suspended from a 
hastily-constructed gallows near him. I felt, as it were, 
a presentiment of what lay in the future. 

"Were I the Captain-General," exclaimed Claudia, 
" I would rule by mercy." 

" He has not slept," I ventured, lamely enough, " and 
his responsibilities have weighed upon him. A day's 
repose " 

A blow on the back destroyed the effect of what I 
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might have said, and left me choking with a half- 
swallowed mouthful of spaghetti* Salvator Rosa was 
flourishing in my face a piece of paper on which for the 
past two minutes he had been assiduously scribbling. 

'* Hence, you gluttons ! To the Judgment Seat of 
Maso. There shall you hear the undying ode composed 
by II Signore." 

Claudia rose up gaily. " More verses, Salvatore ? 
Perchance you have voiced in rhyme the unspoken 
thoughts of Kuno." 

I groaned ironically, '* Was ever such a madcap 
wooing I " And for answer they forced me to the door, 
and linking arms in mine, dragged me resisting vainly 
on to the vast piazza. " He who weds a Neapolitan 
becomes a Neapolitan," laughed Claudia. We had 
reached the platform before the house of Masaniello. 
Amid the turmoil of the populace, I could only shake 
my head with mock solemnity for answer. Of a truth, 
the experience of a lifetime is needed to understand the 
irresponsible frivolity which besets these Neapolitans 
in moments when the majority of men would be inclined 
to seriousness. 

Masaniello was engaged in dictating some order to a 
secretary. He beckoned us abruptly to a place beside 
him on the platform. 

'* I have issued," he said, " a prohibition against the 
wearing of cloaks and long clothes, since these are used 
for the concealment of weapons, whereby my life may 
be endangered. You will conform accordingly when 
next I see you." 

Salvator Rosa stared at him with a stupefied expres- 
sion. Claudia flushed up angrily. 

"Long clothes!" she cried. "Would you behold 
me then in hose and doublet ! " 

" The Law is the'Law." The words came from Maso 
in a shrill tone of authority. " I, the Captain-General, 
have ordained it." 

" But," I put in hurriedly, " you would not enforce 
so drastic a regulation universally. What of the women, 
man ; nay, if it comes to that, what of the Cardinal ? " 
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I stopped, hoping that I had scored a point, for the 
Captain-Generars eyes looked troubled. But his reply 
was decisive and emphatic. 

** I have been shot at, I the Chosen of the Lord for 
Liberty. The ordinance is universal. His Eminence 
himself is bound by it." 

Something resembling a murmur of discontent ran 
through the crowd in front of us. With a quick move- 
ment Salvator Rosa tore his mantle from his shoulder, 
and flung it to the ground, and trampled on it. " Body 
of a dog ! " he shouted. '* In a week you will have 
reduced us all to nakedness." A roar from the mob 
followed. Masaniello stepped to the edge of the plat- 
form in a paroxysm of excitement. *' Citizens of Naples, 
you whose interests I serve, you to whom I have accorded 
the priceless boon of Freedom, hear me. I am your 
leader by the will of God and of His Mother." He 
struck the body dangling from the gallows. " This is 
the punishment for betrayers of their country." 

And just then Claudia whispered something to him, 
and he returned to his seat with a strange and sudden 
listlessness as though her words had snapped his strength 
and energy. " A heavy burden has been laid upon me," 
he murmured. " The sense of loneliness oppresses 
me." Salvator Rosa glared at him and grunted. The 
market-booths were deserted ; the assemblage in front 
of us had swollen. 

" Maso," said Claudia, very softly, " you are our 
saviour, our protector. You have worked sufficiently 
to-day. A little rest, a little sleep " 

He passed his hand across his forehead wearily, and 
checked her. **Rest!" he said. "I have eternity in 
which to rest. A mighty task has been entrusted to 
me. I must work, judge, organise, and govern. To 
feed the hungry and to help the sufflering ; to bring the 
evildoer within reach of justice ; to give all men pros- 
perity and happiness : are these slight things that you 
should talk of resting ? What am I but a fisherman ? 
And yet, and yet — a fisherman's name shall echo through 
posterity." 
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Claudia sighed. But her brother laughed* 

'* Posterity ! " he cried. " In imperishable verse I 
have enshrined your name." He pushed forward as he 
spoke. '' Figlio d' Apollo I I had wellnigh forgotten 
the existence of my poem." 

The multitude swayed up and down delightedly. 

** The poem ! The poem ! Long life to II Signore ! " 

Salvator Rosa grasped me by the waist with a rough 
violence which deserved a protest. ''Plots may end 
in confusion, conspiracies in failure. It is Art. alone 
which may survive a revolution." 

" If it be but Art," said Claudia wickedly. 

" I am Salvator Rosa," he answered, still gripping 
me until I winced. "Will you hear the ode, most 
puissant and most valiant fisherman ? And you, most 
noble and most odorous people, is it your will that 
I declaim the masterpiece in which the memory of 
Naples' hero — the uncrowned king to whom long 
clothes are so abhorrent — shall live as an example to 
your children's children ? " 

The harangue was hardly at an end ere Masaniello 
had risen to his feet. With finger to his lip he bade 
the crowd keep silence. 

'* My dear companions and my countrymen, let us 
give thanks to God and to Our Lady of the Carmine 
that the hour of our redemption and deliverance has 
dawned." With sparkling eyes he turned to II Signore. 
" This humble fisherman — I, who barefooted like your- 
selves address you — shall be remembered through the 
ages as another Moses who delivered the Israelites 
from the cruel rod of Pharaoh." 

In a voice like thunder Salvator Rosa bellowed 
*' Moses ! " He was shaking with merriment. " We 
are no Jews that you should be our Moses. Nay, nay, 
good citizens, attune your thoughts to other things 
than Moses." He struck a majestic attitude and 
looked at Claudia. She smiled and spoke to Maso. 
He sat down heavily upon the chair; Claudia and I 
took up our places on each side of him. The crowd 
stood silent and expectant. Salvator Rosa moved to 
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the right of us, pulled at his beard, and quietly surveyed 
the people. His tones were low at first, then swelling, 
rising to fortissimo. " Yes, think of him " — the words 
were but a whisper, yet they thrilled the multitude : 

" Yes, think of him who undismayed by death 
Kept back the rabble clamorous for the spoil, 
Who in a single day unarmed put down 
Rampant injustice ; and with valiant heart 
Fought and o'ercame a Hydra host of ills. 
That barefoot fisher-lad and least of men ! 
Base was his birth : but how sublime his soul ! 
Who to defend his country's liberties 
Brought princes to the level of the low. 
We seem to see the brave old days revive 
Of Codrus, Ancus, and of Thrasybule, 
When a poor fisherman dictates to kings ! " 

He paused, and, whipping his sword from his side, 
held it aloft to heaven. Slowly it sank to the salute, 
and rested motionless. 

" Mira in basso natale alma sublime 
Che per serbar della sua Patria i fregi 
Le piu superbe teste adegua a Time ! " 

His foot caught in his discarded mantle and he 
stopped abruptly. " Viva la Libertd ! " he shouted. 
The crowd responded with tumultuous acclamation. 
He turned to Claudia. ** I have surpassed myself," 
he said. " Let us depart and leave the Captain-General 
to his judgments." 

There was a shrill, hysterical cry from the lips of 
Masaniello. 

" My citizens, my people ! " He swept to where a 
secretary sat below him. ** Write, Marco Vitale, write. 
I command that the ode of II Signore be printed forth- 
with as a broadside, that it be publicly displayed in 
every street in Naples. Holy Sant' Agnello! so shall 
the fame of a poor fisherman be cherished in eternal 
honour. He freed the helpless, he put down injustice, 
he dictated to kings ! Write, Marco Vitale, write. I, 
Masaniello, have commanded it." 

Salvator Rosa flung a glowering glance back at the 
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platform. " I am a poet," he said savagely ; '* a poet 
has no place in your conspiracies." 

We waited upon the outskirts of the crowd for but a 
moment. Then Claudia laughed mirthlessly, " Pray 
tell me, brother, who was Codrus and who Ancus ? " 

And suddenly old Muzio peered in between us. 
*' Violenta^^ he croaked out cheerfully, 

" Violenta nemo imperia continuit diu ; 
Moderata durant. 

He went with us, still chuckling, to the tavern. 



CHAPTER XXVI 

LORDS OF MISRULE 

Looking back, as I now do, with all the added experi- 
ence of forty eventful years to guide me, I no longer 
wonder that the revolt of 1647 should have been 
destined to failure at the very moment when success 
attended it. The unexpected conduct of the Captain- 
General was, I need scarcely say, a factor of the first 
importance in the matter. But I suspect upon reflection, 
and duly weighing all the circumstances, that in any case 
the enterprise was one which, however laudable in its 
motives and inception, could never have been engineered 
to a conclusion by those who were responsible for its 
control and management. 

Conspirators, in a word, need to be made of sterner 
stuff than is commonly to be found amid the ranks of an 
artistic brotherhood. When I recall the characters of 
the painters of the Neapolitan School during the first 
half of the present century, I am not surprised that a 
prospect of rebellion should have proved so attractive 
to men of their profession. It remains as true and as 
self-evident that no class of individual could well have 
been less fitted for the continuous and severely practical 
performance of the duties which they had voluntarily 
assumed in their excitable enthusiasm. Just as Salvator 
Rosa himself in the very hour of crisis would turn aside 
to indite an ode or to complete a study, so did the 
mercurial temperament of the Compagnia della Morte 
display itself in ways which still arouse in me the 
liveliest astonishment. Conspirators they might be 
while the mood sat on them ; the duration of that 

mood depended on a variety of considerations which, 

ass 



256 The Company of Death 

with the gradual slackening of discipline, took little 
heed of public urgency. 

1 do not exaggerate when I affirm that with my own 
eyes 1 have seen these men, returning after a day of 
reckless enforcement of order in the city, yawn, shrug 
their shoulders, and with an air of relief seek out some 
nook or cranny where by the dismal glimmer of a 
guttering torch they would devote the hours of the 
night — hours maybe in which our hopes hung in the 
balance — to the almost frenzied execution of sensational 
barbaric paintings, which they invariably declared would 
bring within their grasp the elusive fame they coveted. 
Nay, further, to such a pitch did not a few of my fan- 
tastic comrades carry this wholly superfluous energy 
that, for the sake of transferring a transient and not 
always accurate impression to their canvas, they would, 
in a moment of necessity, plead the wildest excuses for 
the non-performance of their duties. Some were poor 
and must earn bread, yet I confess that I have never 
known who bought their pictures ; others — But it 
were profitless to dwell at further length upon their 
subterfuges. Let me be satisfied to say that to his 
nocturnal labours during those few days Carlo Coppola 
was indebted for the first beginnings of that blindness 
which so shortly put an end to his career of promise. 

I yield to no man in my loyalty to Salvator Rosa. 
The fact does not prevent me from stating these things 
as I saw them. Distracted between Art and Politics, 
the Company of Death, even did we leave upon one 
side the incipient madness of the Captain-General, 
was foredoomed to failure. I speak as an experi- 
enced campaigner. Warfare becomes hopeless when 
erratic genius is the main and only qualification of 
those whose responsibility it is to guide such matters 
to an issue. I remember a subordinate of my own, a 
Captain Bardeleben, who by his partiality for compos- 
ing verses — verses which I cheerfully admit secured for 
him the not unmerited approval of good judges — came 
perilously near on one occasion, in an ill-timed flash of 
poetic inspiration, to sacrificing at the altar of his muse 
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the fortunes of a closely contested battle on which his 
thoughts had better have been concentrated. This was 
in 1664 when I was serving under Montecuculi; I men- 
tion it merely as an instance of the undesirability of 
employing in affairs of this kind men whose artistic 
temperament has been known to render them unfitted 
to deal with the graver realities which may confront 
them. In the case of the Company of Death, in- 
deed, the more pressing the problem the greater was 
the reluctance to adequately cope with it. The first 
novelty had worn off. Private revenge had been grati- 
fied, the power of the populace had been asserted, the 
government had yielded. When I, mentally chafing, 
ventured to express my doubts, alluded to the approach- 
ing arrival of the Frenchmen, spoke out as to the change 
which had so disastrously come over Masaniello, it 
was but to be greeted with a real or afiected groan 
of weariness. 

"I have done my part," yawned II Signore; "the 
rest lies with the lazzaroni. If Maso is mad, he is mad. 
I have no power to interfere with destiny." And he 
held up for my inspection a preliminary pencil study 
of Regulus in the spiked cask. " The picture will be 
my masterpiece. I have a soul above conspiracies." 

I sighed and did not answer him. His very apathy 
suggested a consciousness that the march of events 
had altered our position and authority. The issue lay 
beyond us; Masaniello was Captain-General of the 
city. And Masaniello ! He had gone that afternoon to 
Posilipo and had there, in the intervals of issuing enact- 
ments, regaled himself with flinging precious stones, 
the spoils of princes, into the water to be dived for by 
his followers. So far, indeed, his popularity, especially 
among the lower lazzaroni, showed no signs of waning, 
but who could foretell the extent of its duration. 
Already there were ominous murmurs not lightly to 
be disregarded — murmurs which only that morning 
had found a spokesman in my landlord. If the 
lazzaroni themselves had nought to lose and every- 
thing to gain, it was otherwise with Valenzano and 

R 
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his fellows, hardly one of whom was left untouched 
by the numerous ordinances which threatened ere long 
to cover every wall within the city. No man was 
certain as to what was or what was not prohibited; 
yet ignorance did not avail to lessen the penalty for 
disobedience. 

I stood at a street comer watching Carlo Coppola 
and Francesco Francanzano as they plied their brushes 
by the light of torches. Both were painting the same 
subject : I forget its nature, but it had some connection 
with the entrance to a narrow cut-throat alley which 
opened out in front of us. 

*'You choose a lively quarter for your labours," I 
said, smiling. ''Times are not yet so settled that a 
furtive dagger-thrust may not close a promising career 
of art or usefulness. Your torches glow like beacons 
to attract our night-birds." 

**Pesia!" cried Francanzano, waving his palette 
airily — it was he, alas, who ten years later was con- 
demned to death by poison as the result of another 
abortive effort to stir up a revolt against the Spaniards. 
"Are we not also night-birds? We must take our 
chances. Who knows if to-morrow His Excellency 
our Captain-General may not conceive in that whim- 
sical brain of his some reason of State why the 
noble exercise of smudging canvas should be pro- 
hibited in Naples. The city is wellnigh ankle-deep in 
edicts." 

"In truth," said Coppola, still painting earnestly, 
" this Masaniello has a pretty wit in his ideas of liberty. 
You saw the Cardinal to-day without his robes ? " 

I gave expression to my incredulity. 

" It is certain, none the less," continued Coppola, and 
paused for an instant to survey his handiwork. "A 
plague upon these torches ! None the less, it is as 
certain as that this painting here will add the crowning 
laurel to my reputation." 

" Certum est quia impossibile^^ chimed Francanzano, 
with a chuckle at his misquotation from Tertullian. 
"Who could have prophesied that a Cardinal would 
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live to discard his robes at the mere bidding of a 
fisherman. Yet with my own eyes I saw him. His 
Eminence in hose and doublet with nought but the 
ring upon his finger to betray him ! " And he laughed 
merrily as he described it. 

" You call this liberty ! " I exclaimed. " Is freedom 
then another name for petty tyranny ? " 

Coppola put down his brush. " Liberty is the power 
of doing that which the law permits." He held out 
a broadside to me. It was signed by the Duke of 
Arcos. The enactments of Masaniello were to have 
the full force of law and were to be binding upon 
every one. Death was to be the penalty for their 
infraction. 

"So far, so good," said I. "But if he abuse the 
authority conferred upon him ? " 

"In that case," answered Francanzano, "we shall 
have more rioting. It is a matter which concerns the 
lazzaroni." 

I stared at him half stupefied. " I take another view 
of Liberty," I cried. " Would you exchange one tyrant 
for another ? " 

He grinned at me. " I am a painter, not a soldier. 
Should the laws not suit me, I shall follow the example 
of Salvator Rosa. What will you ? We have taught 
the Spanish dogs their lesson. And now — well, there 
are patrons of Art in Rome as well as Naples." 

" I will not dispute your statement," I observed, a 
little drily. " I was no doubt mistaken in supposing 
that the Company of Death existed with a view to 
ameliorating the condition of the downtrodden people 
of this city.'* 

"Assuredly," cried Francanzano, with a look of 
astonishment upon his countenance. "If we have 
furthered the dreams of II Signore — I had better have 
said the dreams of Donna Claudia — it was because 
his object happened in some measure to coincide with 
ours. His ideal, as I understand it, is a will-of-the- 
wisp called Liberty, which seems to consist mainly in 
the transference of authority from the nobles to the 
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lazzaroni. We are more practical in that we confine 
ourselves to vengeance." 

"Vengeance!" I echoed, not daring to believe my 
ears. And Coppola laughed in evident enjoyment of 
my confusion. 

'* Why not ? " he said. " Is the story of our origin 
unknown to you ? " 

I nodded, more amazed than ever. I had taken it for 
granted that Salvator Rosa had organised the Company 
for the sole purpose of the revolution. It was Francan- 
zano who enlightened me. 

"Listen," he said. "Three months ago a party of 
painters was feasting quietly in the Tavern of the 
Cocks. I was among them, so was Coppola. We were 
seven in number. At the far end of the room a score 
of Spanish officers were dicing. Some foolish saying 
uttered by Falcone would seem to have been overheard 
and partially misunderstood by them. A swaggering 
bravo intruded himself into our company with a polite 
desire for an explanation. Falcone happened to be in 
one of his moods. A battle-painter, to be successful, 
requires occasional experience in practice that he may 
enforce his theories. Well ! The usual thing followed. 
Falcone would not retract, most courteously expressed 
his regret that any statement of truth on his part should 
have been found so unpalatable by those who, after all, 
were not concerned in the convivial talk of a humble 
gathering of citizens. The Spaniard, still with polite- 
ness, acknowledged himself dissatisfied with this frank 
utterance, and in a surprisingly short space of time the 
conversation became general. The Spaniards bowed ; 
we bowed. I am a profound believer in the etiquette to 
be observed on these occasions. Unfortunately, among 
us was a nephew of Falcone — a hot-headed youngster 
whose looks were more attractive than his courtesy. 
And I am sorry to add that he died suddenly." 

"Stabbed by a Spaniard!" shouted Coppola ex- 
citedly. Francanzano laid aside his brushes. 

"An eye for an eye," he said. "Outnumbered 
though we were, we did not hesitate. Soon three of 
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us lay dead ; but, may the Mother of God be thanked, 
there were three Spanish officers to keep them 
company." 

" And then ? " I queried with impatience. 

" The powers intervened and we were separated." 

And Coppola took up the parable in a slow chant. 
" We are painters, we are brothers. We formed our- 
selves into a body sworn to vengeance. Presently 
came II Signore mouthing liberty. We listened and we 
welcomed. We have secured our vengeance." He 
filled in an outline on his canvas. " Let them beware 
who idly tamper with our privileges. We are the 
Painter-Knights, the Lords of Art and Intellect in 
Naples." 

A tall, slim figure in a sky-blue doublet slashed with 
silver stepped out suddenly from the obscurity. 

" Lords of Art you may be, not of Intellect. What 
men in full possession of their senses would behave as 
you do. My Lords of Misrule, you seem to forget that 
you have duties." 

" Pesta I " cried Francanzano, laughing. " If we are 
Lords of Misrule, at least we should endeavour to act 
up to the r61e you set us." He detached a torch and 
flourished it gaily in the face of the intruder. 

** Gott in Himmeir^ I gasped. It was Claudia — 
but Claudia in hose and doublet, as dashing a young 
spark as ever graced an antechamber. 

"How does my dress become me, Kuno?" She 
drew out a comfit-box and opened it. "These prunes 
were once the property of Ercole." And she selected 
one and passed it to me gravely. 

I took it, hardly comprehending, and then my humour 
got the better of me. " I thank you, comrade," I 
answered, endeavouring to ape her mincing gravity. 
" The taste of Ercole in such things is too well known 
for me to fail to appreciate the honour you would do 
me. As to your costume, mere words would not suffice 
to express the extent of my admiration for it. A Lord 
of Misrule himself " 

*' A victim of misrule," she interrupted merrily. " To 
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tell the truth, I feel most plaguily uncomfortable. Our 
Captain-Generars edicts are likely to cause trouble if 
this kind of thing is suffered to continue. I heard 
Sacardo but just now explaining the terms of the enact- 
ment to an ancient dame who might have been his 
grandmother. Prohibit gowns, indeed! It had been 
well for Maso could he have listened to her com- 
ments." 

We all four laughed, and Claudia went on again, but 
this time seriously. 

''The latest proclamation commands the demolition of 
a score of houses in the Mercato, in order that Maso 
may convert his present dwelling into a palace more 
suitable to his new dignity. The occupants are given 
four-and- twenty hours in which to remove their goods 
and chattels." 

^^CaperiT' cried Coppola. "When Maso has 
warmed to his work, there should be no lack of 
amusement in the city. I must endeavour to find 
time to sketch the exodus." 

"Amusement! Ay, you painters think of nothing 
save amusement." And Claudia turned her back on 
him disdainfully. " Come, Kuno. My Lords of Mis- 
rule, 1 bid you a good evening." 

No sooner were we out of earshot than she startled 
me. "A shot was fired this afternoon at Salvatore. 
We hold the would-be murderer a prisoner." She 
smiled triumphantly. " It was I who saw him. It was 
I who captured him." 

I stood still in the patch of moonlight, looking 
straight at her. She held out the comfit-box. 

" His name is Ercole." She chose a prune and ate it 
slowly, and with dignity. 



CHAPTER XXVII 

A DISCUSSION WITH A DIFFERENCE 

It was ever characteristic of Claudia that the more I 
questioned her the less was I likely to obtain an 
answer. Ercole was a prisoner. Not all my pleading 
curiosity availed to supplement the statement. 

"You should endeavour to restrain yourself/' she 
said, with mock severity. "We are now on our way 
towards the Torrione. There is a meeting of the 
Company to discuss the situation." 

" If that be so," said I, " it were as well to summon 
our comrades yonder, and " 

"Interfere with the artistic execution of a master- 
piece," she interrupted. "Are you so blind as not to 
see that our Painter-Knights are weary of conspiracy." 
Her sigh was not without a tinge of bitterness. " How 
will it end ? " she murmured. " Our friends indifferent, 
the lazzaroni still hardly comprehending the terrible 
power for good which lies with them, Masaniello acting 
like a child without responsibility: is this to be the 
ending^ of my dreams of liberty?" 

" By Saint Anthony of Padua ! " I broke out, in an 
attempt to bring back cheerfulness. "What, after 
all, is a revolution but a lottery? We have drawn 
one winning number in the charter. Shall we despair 
because we hold a few blanks also 2 " 

She shook her head. "There was wisdom in the 
words of old Don Muzio. It is one thing to grant 
freedom to a people ; it is another thing to teach them 
how to use it." 

Depression of this kind was so alien to Claudia's 

nature that I wondered. Yet a moment later she was 
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laughing. Her hand was once more toying with the 
comfit-box. 

" Let us hasten, comrade," she said gaily. And pre- 
sently we turned into the Strada Conciaria and emei^ged 
from thence on the Mercato. 

The great square was deserted, and in the fitful 
moonlight conveyed an impression of ahnost spectral 
weirdness. An occasional grunt from the swine which 
lay about the muck-heaps was the only sound that 
reached us. The heavy pile of the Carmine with its 
lofty tower frowned with sinister aspect. Claudia 
instinctively drew closer to me. 

** See there," she whispered, as we picked our way 
beside the shattered monument with its ghastly orna- 
ment of newly-severed heads. " How great a change 
has the passing of a few short hours wrought in Maso : 
Maso, whose hatred of suffering and bloodshed was 
proverbial*' She pointed with her finger. " This morn- 
ing that was Paolo Pagano. Time was when he and 
Maso were inseparable, linked by warmest friendship. 
And now ! Some trifling infringement of an edict, some 
paltry act of disobedience, and — ^you heard for yourself 
how man after man came forward pleading mercy. Maso 
was obdurate. The Law knows nothing of friendship, 
was his answer." 

" Can nothing be done ? " I groaned. " This is not 
justice but pure tyranny. No life is safe amid this 
multitude of edicts." 

Claudia did not answer. We reached the door of the 
Carmine in silence. She knocked in the preconcerted 
manner, and we entered. 

Inside the Torrione, Salvator Rosa greeted us in 
person. His manner was passionate and heated. 

" May a pestilence descend upon these people," he 
shouted, as he dragged us after him. "They have 
dared to argue with me, to treat me as dirt beneath 
their feet. I who have more knowledge in my little 
^nger than they in the whole of their gross bodies." 

I smiled despite myself at his extravagance, while 
Claudia again produced the comfit-box. 
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''The learned physician, Baldassare Bertolini, was 
wont to propound the efficacy of prunes as sedatives. 
Will you not try one, Salvatore ? " 

He tugged at his beard, then glanced at me guffaw- 
ing. " I wish you joy of your future wife," he cried. 
'* This madcap sister of mine would weary the patience 
of a San Gennaro," and he peacocked up and down 
in imitation of her. '* So. A very Ercole in her deport- 
ment, a smirk here, a bow there, and never a word of 
sense to clear the atmosphere. That I should have 
lived to behold my Claudia a popinjay ! " 

"Alas ! " said she. '* Not of my own free-will am I 
in this most barbarous costume. Confined in hose and 
doubtlet I no longer wonder that men should be such 
irritable creatures." She bowed with becoming gravity. 
" I trust that your antics do not delay the further pro- 
ceedings of the Company." 

So saying she ran forward, and we followed. 

*'PestaI" said II Signore, as we passed into the 
Council Chamber. His manner had grown solemn. 

In the centre of the room, some standing, others 
seated round a table, were some three score persons. I 
saw with surprise that not more than seven or eight 
were drawn from the ranks of the Painter-Knights, to 
so low an ebb had the waning of enthusiasm reduced 
the attendance of the Company. The remainder were 
for the most part merchants and tradesfolk of the 
better class : among them I recognised my landlord. 

^^Pes^a/" said II Signore to me. "Of what should 
such men think save of their money-bags ! " His tone 
was one of disgust personified. " Intrigue or revenge 
means nothing to them. Their god is their belly." 

" It was none the less at your desire that they were 
admitted as members of the Company," mentioned 
Claudia drily. 

He frowned. ** Falcone, Coppola, Spadaro, and the 
rest : where are they ? " 

** Painting." The answer was laconic. 

" Then they do wisely. To-morrow I shall follow 
their example," and he strode up to the table vehe- 
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mently. ** Well, sirs ! The result of your deliberations, 
if it please you ! " 

There was a moment's uneasy pause, with not a 
little whispering and nudging. Finally, urged by 
his fellows, my landlord Valentino rose to his feet as 
spokesman. 

** Most illustrious and noble cavaliere ! Urged by 
a sense of caution, and bearing in mind the ever- 
increasing insecurity both of person and of property 
during these present troubles : further considering — 
I crave your Excellency's forgiveness should these 
poor observations unwittingly appear to be lacking in 
that deference to your Excellency's judgment which 
your Excellency's greatness so justly evokes among all 
classes — further considering, I say, that a somewhat 
perplexing series of enactments has rendered it diffi- 
cult " 

" To the point, man ! " roared Salvator Rosa angrily. 

Valentino stuttered, sat down with abruptness. But 
one of the others, goaded into speech, burst out with 
"The tyranny of Spain was preferable to this rank 
folly of a madman." A ripple of approval shook his 
hearers, and springing forward he confronted 11 
Signore. 

"1 am Antonio Ferraro, the first among the mer- 
chants of this city, and I bring you warning. Let 
there be an end to these disturbances ; have done with 
mob-rule and with violence. We are no lazzarpni ; we 
are men of substance. The Charter of our Liberty has 
been restored to us, restored to us by whom ? Neither 
by you nor by your Captain-General, but through the 
mediation of His Eminence. It is to the Cardinal, our 
patron and protector, that we look for guidance. By 
the Holy Relics of the Twelve Apostles ! How long 
shall we continue to be governed by a madman ? You 
do us an injustice, cavaliere ; you do yourself injustice. 
Is this the freedom which you promised us ? " 

Salvator Rosa was listening in ominous silence. 
Ferraro turned towards his comrades. 

" What say you, fellow-citizens ? Trade, commerce, 
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barter : of such is composed the prosperity of Naples. 
Yet look around you. Is there to-day a single foreign 
ship within our harbour ? A vessel from England came 
this morning, two hours later weighed its anchor, bound 
for Castellammare. Why ? Because a crazy fisher- 
man rules here as Captain-General and the lazzaroni 
are alone considered. Would you see Naples ruined, 
citizens ? " There was a shout of protest. The speaker 
flung his head back. " Ruined, ay, ruined. Castel- 
lammare is ready enough to seize her opportunity." 

Amid the din which followed, Salvator Rosa was 
impassive. Claudia, on the other hand, was pale and 
agitated. 

**ln the name of my comrades," cried Ferraro, "I 
demand that measures be adopted to bring this Masa- 
niello to his senses." 

"What measures?" said II Signore very coldly. 

There was a rapid consultation, and then to my 
astonishment the group opened out and I beheld 
Don Muzio. Without his mantle he presented the 
appearance of a scarecrow. 

"I venture to suggest," he croaked at us, "that 
it may not be necessary to wander outside these very 
walls in order to obtain relief from our misfortunes. 
Since the Cardinal has taken up his quarters in such 
dangerous proximity to our place of meeting — I under- 
stand that he is at this moment in the Convent — it 
would be a simple matter to consult him. For myself, 
I offer but trifling objection to the views of any who 
may be enamoured of freedom in the abstract. If 
the deprivation of my cloak be freedom, or necessary 
to the full enjoyment of freedom, I am philosopher 
enough to accept the situation calmly. But I am led to 
believe that our Captain-General's energies have lately 
found an outlet in a less innocuous direction. Major 
privato visus, dum privatus fuit, et omnium consensu 
capax imperii^ nisi imperasset. The quotation is from 
Tacitus, a Latin historian of some reputation." He 
coughed and rubbed his hands together. " If we were 
to place ourselves unreservedly at the disposal of 
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His Eminence, and urge him to exert his influence on 
Masaniello even to the extent of persuading that unfor- 
tunate ruler to resign his brief authority, it is unlikely 
that the city would find itself in a worse condition than 
at present. I fear it must be acknowledged that the 
experiment of liberty has proved at least a partial 
failure from the standpoint of those who have not the 
distinction of belonging to the lazzaronL Malim quietum 
servttium quatn inquietatn libertatem.** 

He resumed his former position of obscurity behind 
the others amid an outburst of applause which showed 
how thoroughly his sentiments accorded with the opinion 
of the gathering. I thought of Ercole and watched Sal- 
vator Rosa with uneasiness. He merely yawned. 

'* It is as you will, not as I wjll." This with a shrug of 
his great shoulders. He was moving to the door when 
Claudia stopped him with a hurried query. ^^ Ptglio 
d* Apollo ! " was his answer. " I have no concern with 
Ercole. He is your capture and not mine. Keep him 
a prisoner, kill him, torture him, release him : I wash 
my hands of the whole business. These discussions 
are unprofitable and do not commend themselves to 
me. The hour grows late." And he was gone. 

Claudia seemed lost in reverie. Then suddenly she 
summoned Muzio. "You will do nothing hastily?" 
she questioned. "In three days* time who knows 
what may have happened. Maso cannot continue in 
his present follies. And to invoke the Cardinal might 
ruin everything. We must have patience for a little 
longer." Her tone was one of such wistful appeal 
that even old Don Muzio suppressed his chuckle and 
gazed at her admiringly. Indeed, in the general talk 
which followed, it was delightful to note how cleverly 
her womanly wit united with her own personal attrac- 
tions in gaining the sympathy of those at first opposed 
to her. As she stood there in her sky-blue doublet, 
balancing her hands upon her hips, and fencing with 
masterly adroitness the weakening arguments brought 
forward, I fell to mentally comparing her with Salva- 
tore : and not, may I confess it, to the entire advantage 
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of the latter. Abruptness had given way to smiling 
courtesy, yet with equal firmness; the loud harsh 
rumbling accents to a soft caressing voice which 
pleaded irresistibly: extravagance and bluster to a 
coquettish daintiness which carried everything before 
it. Earnestness, refinement, gentleness: with all his 
qualities Salvator Rosa was conspicuously lacking in 
those very attributes which at this crisis might have 
allayed the rising disaffection. Had only Claudia been 
the unfettered presiding spirit of the revolution — 
But I stray once more into the Might-have-beens. 
Suffice it that when the meeting terminated and the 
aforetime surly body bade farewell and left us, victory 
lay with Claudia : Antonio Ferraro himself was finally 
convinced as to the unwisdom of too hasty action. 
" In three days then," he said as he departed. But 
it was Muzio who gave the signal for the rousing 
cheer which greeted her as each man turned and 
bowed upon the threshold. 

We were alone at last. I looked at Claudia, antici- 
pating symptoms of a not unnatural reaction, and I 
found her laughing. 

" If only Salvatore knew how to manage these purse- 
proud fools," she cried, " what a blow might not even 
now be struck for Liberty." And she tripped lightly 
about the room extinguishing the torches. I took 
advantage to question her further about Ercole, and 
this time she did me the grace to answer me. 

" It was a simple affair enough to capture him. 
After his unsuccessful attempt at murder, the mob 
attacked the house. They had not the smallest suspi- 
cion of his identity, however, and when he suddenly 
appeared and they recognised him, no one dreamt 
for a moment that he had done other than enter 
with the crowd unnoticed. Indeed, he had the impu- 
dence to put himself at the head of the search for 
the assassin. It would have been useless for me 
to explain the truth, so I did better. The people's 
darling for once met with his match." 

" And how ? " said I, for she had paused to light an 
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old and rusty lantern which she had extricated from 
some comer. 

''I waylaid him later, '^ she answered simply. ''A 
loop of cord flung from a doorway — ^you did not realise 
my proficiency in such things — was all-sufficient I 
got my aim exact, and he must have been half-strangled 
before he understood my object. I had only to tie his 
hands behind his back and lead him here triumphantly. 
An alternate tightening and slackening of the rope about 
his neck and no other reminder was required. We were 
not more than a dozen paces from this building, and 
once inside Salvatore was able to come to my assist- 
ance. Consequently Ercole is now upstairs safe under 
lock and key, and in the very room which you once 
occupied." 

We had stepped out into the passage. As the secret 
panel closed behind us noiselessly, she raised her lantern 
and pointed to the oubliette which yawned a few steps 
further down the corridor. 

" You remember the first occasion when you wandered 
hither, Kuno ? " She was smiling. I did not altogether 
relish the pleasantry, and said so. 

" You men, you men ! " She groaned comically. 
" We will pay a visit to my prisoner. A chat with 
him may restore you to good-humour." 

"And what, may I venture to inquire," said I, as 
we climbed upwards, " is the ultimate destiny reserved 
for your extraordinary capture ? You can hardly keep 
him here indefinitely : and to put an end to his exist- 
ence would not tend perhaps to further the interests of 
our comrades of this evening with His Eminence." 

She stood at the summit of the stairs as though 
reflecting. 

" Confusion take these passages and twistings ! The 
prisoner's ultimate destiny, you ask me ? How should 
I know ? You cannot expect a woman to decide oflf- 
hand a question of such gravity. 1 think that I will 
leave the matter to your judgment, Kuno, It is quite 
time that you did something to assist me." 

" To assist you ! " I cried, and then I stopped and 
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added grimly, *' It does not appear that my assistance 
will be needed." 

The door of the room was open and the room was 
empty. 

'* I must have forgotten to turn the key," gasped 
Claudia. 

I might have laughed if I had cared to, but my ear 
had caught the sound of a movement in the corridor. 

'* Hush ! " I whispered, and with a sudden flash of 
reminiscence. ** He also may not be the first who has 
taken the wrong turning." 

Claudia had gripped me by the arm. There could be 
no mistaking the meaning of that slow receding stealthy 
footfall. I unsheathed my sword; she followed with 
the lantern. 

'* You will not kill him ? *' she said tremulously. I 
looked up in her face and smiled for answer. 



CHAPTER XXVIII 

THE WRONG TURNING 

It was an unlooked-for inspiration on my part, ani 
one which might never have occurred to me had ft 
not been for that remark of Claudia. After all, wbit 
did I stand to gain by killing Ercole, by killing his 
moreover under circumstances like the present? The 
action would have savoured less of vengeance than 
of butchery, albeit I own frankly that in the first heat 
of the moment my impulse had been in that direction. 
Now there came cropping up into my head a dozen 
reasons why private revenge should be subordinate 
to public welfare: not least among them the gentle 
pleading pressure of the hand with which the words 
of Claudia had been accompanied. 

No. I would not kill him. Yet what followed? 
For how long time were we to hold him prisoner? 
The situation was not without an awkward side 
to it. 

Happily, as I have said, in a sudden flash of 

inspiration I had grasped the true solution of the 

problem, a solution which I flatter myself was both 

ingenious and simple. I remembered that parting 

of the ways upon the stairs which had been the 

innocent cause of my first and dramatic intrusion 

upon the Company of Death. To the left, the outer 

door and liberty ; to the right — I thought with a 

shudder of the oubliette. Ercole could make his 

choice between them; there was no reason for our 

interference. If he escaped, the question of his 

further detention would be ended: and in my own 

mind I had grave doubts as to how far such deten- 
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'.tion would prove practicable in view of the existing 

[attitude of the Company as revealed that evening. 

(Should he, on the other hand, meet with an accident. 

^ • . . Well! A contingency of this kind was his 

f concern, not ours. The experiment promised at all 

^ events a novel element of interest : to us if not to 

^ Ercole. 

A rapid whisper to Claudia, as we strode along the 
corridor, and the look of amusement which flitted 
across her face was evidence enough of comprehen- 
sion and approval. I am inclined to believe, indeed, 
that her capture of Ercole — effected as it was on the 
spur of the moment — had since been more than half 
regretted by her, and that in her heart of hearts 
there lurked some slight suspicion that rashness does 
not invariably accord with wisdom. Be that as it may, 
she grasped my hurried suggestion in an instant. 

" Your imagination does you credit, Kuno," she ex- 
claimed, so raising her voice that the unseen fugitive 
might overhear her, " but our prisoner is hardly likely 
to have lingered longer than was necessary. You hear 
the scampering of a rat and your fancy straightway 
converts it into Ercole." 

I simulated anger, and stabbed with my sword at 
a mouldering strip of tapestry upon the wall beside 
me. " This makes the second time that your folly has 
landed us in difficulties." 

She turned her back to me. " I am sorry, Kuno. 
After all, Ercole is only a boy. You surely are not 
afraid of him ? " 

" Boy or man," said I, " he is doubtless at this 
moment pouring a tale into the ears of His Eminence 
which may not be altogether calculated to advance 
the cause we have at heart. I do not dwell upon 
the fact that even a boy may become a successful 
assassin by dint of practice. The sooner we re- 
capture him the better. Body of a dog ! as Salvatore 
would exclaim. I can safely promise Ercole a speedy 
shrift when next we meet him." And I added for his 
benefit, " He will be bolder than I think him if he dare 

S 
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show those auburn locks of his in public while the 
Company of Death remains untrammelled." 

'' Auburn indeed ! " laughed Claudia, taking her cue 
from me and developing the theme still further at the 
expense of the involuntary listener. 

We were standing at the end of the long corridor 
at a point where it branched off sharply ere it gained 
the staircase. The sound of the retreating footfall had 
ceased on our approach. The foul and evil-burning 
lantern seemed merely to intensify the utter gloom 
in front of us, yet the slightest creak of the boards 
or movement on the part of Ercole would have in- 
stantly betrayed him. I chuckled to myself once 
more as Claudia rambled on in stinging sarcasm. I 
could picture Ercole's expression of mingled fear and 
anger while there at some half-dozen paces from him 
we leisurely discussed the situation; I could almost 
see him in imagination, flattened behind the shelter 
of some strip of arras in the darkness, his eyes and 
ears strained in an agony of tension, scarce venturing 
to breathe or to relax a muscle. It was a pretty 
revenge, and I fear that we prolonged it; upon occa- 
sions like the present Claudia's wit showed at its 
brightest. * 

At last, however, I cut short her banter. "Rats 
may be all very well in their way," I cried. " I 
swear that for the second time I hear the sound of 
some one moving." And, indeed, I had detected an 
unmistakable rustle in the corridor. 

** I heard nothing, not even a rat," said Claudia 
solemnly. She pretended to be listening. Then 
suddenly she nudged me and ran swiftly down the 
passage, swinging the lantern about her head in such 
a manner that, by the light afforded, a dozen Ercoles 
might well have concealed themselves unnoticed. I 
followed her more quietly, and with no little curiosity 
as to which of the many ragged hangings might conceal 
the person of the fugitive. 

Strangely enough — yet not so strangely after all 
since I had obviously no desire to push my investiga- 
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tions to extremes — I could detect no traces of his 
presence. Apparently it was otherwise with Claudia. 
" You saw him ? " she whispered when I joined her. 
I answered in the negative, and she smiled triumph- 
antly. " I did," she said. Then in a louder accent, 
" You see for yourself that there is nobody." Together 
we went slowly down the staircase. 

Whatever the aim of the architect responsible for 
the construction of the Torrione, one thing at least 
is certain : that he was a master in the art of devious 
passages and windings. I do not wonder at my 
difficulties that night when I first descended it in 
ignorance and darkness: the Sunday which witnessed 
my introduction to the Company. Here it was neces- 
sary to ascend a flight of steps in order to continue 
progress downwards ; here the staircase took a sudden 
zigzag turn and ended abruptly in a twisting corridor. 
At the farther end of this we paused and listened, but 
the deathlike silence still remained unbroken. It was 
evident that Ercole was waiting until the coast was 
clear ere he proceeded: a resolution which, from our 
point of view as well as his, reflected credit on his 
judgment. From our point of view I say especially, 
since it afforded us the opportunity to select a suit- 
able post of vantage for our purpose. It was in 
neither of our minds to miss the dramatic moment 
when it would lie with Ercole to make his uncon- 
scious choice between the oubliette and liberty. 

A small guard-chamber, hollowed in the thickness of 
the wall, commanded and doubtless still commands — 
I reflect with some astonishment that, familiar as I 
am with Naples, I have never since that night re- 
visited the Torrione, the interior of which I under- 
stand, however, has of late been modernised by a 
course of so-called restoration almost out of recogni- 
tion — a small guard-chamber then at all events com- 
manded the spot where the staircase branched to right 
and left respectively. Thither we made our way, 
secure in the belief that Ercole was unsuspecting 
and that he could hardly fail to suppose that, in 
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pursuance of our spoken intention, we bad left the 
building. 

" Kuno/' whispered Claudia, with what was meant to 
be an assumption of dignity as we looked round us, 
" I am going to extinguish the lantern. Promise that 
you will not take advantage of the darkness to attempt 
to kiss me." 

*'I gathered," said I blandly, "that we had agreed 
to postpone such nonsense until we had ceased to be 
conspirators." 

** I do not altogether trust you," she retorted. If the 
dim light did not deceive me, she was blushing. I 
ventured to draw her attention to the fact, politely at 
the same time hinting that a greater display of con- 
fidence would be acceptable. For answer she put down 
the lantern. " I wonder if you will ever learn to under- 
stand me, Kuno ? " She was smiling with a roguish ex- 
pression on her countenance, which I pretended to 
ignore completely. "If you are going to extinguish 
the lantern, you had better do so," I exclaimed. " This 
is hardly the moment or the place for jesting, though 
you apparently think otherwise." 

"Jesting!" she pouted. "Do you then look upon 
your promises as jesting ? " 

I began, as I saw her mood, to be impatient in 
reality, for I feared that further delay of this sort might 
lead to our discovery by Ercole. Luckily we had been 
careful not to raise our voices, and the creaking corri- 
dors must in any case have afforded timely warning 
of approaching danger. None the less there are, and 
always will be, occasions when a certain measure of 
caution is unmistakably desirable. And this, I took it 
upon me to observe, was one of them. 

Claudia's only answer was to once more offer me the 
comfit-box. " A pestilence upon your prunes ! " I said 
with irritation. She stepped back with an injured look, 
and flicked an imaginary speck of dust from off her 
doublet. 

"You are unreasonable, Kuno. I insist upon your 
giving me your promise." 
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" It scarcely seems to be necessary," I said. " Still, 
if it gives you pleasure, I for one have not the least 
objection. I promise, but on one condition " 

"And that is?" 

" That you keep silence and allow me to extinguish 
the lantern without further ado. Should Ercole chance 
to suspect that we are in the building, it is more than 
probable that our laudable intentions on his behalf will 
be frustrated." And I seized the lantern. Claudia 
sidled up to me in the same instant. "You have 
promised, Kuno ? " 

" I have promised to make no attempt to kiss you," 
I said shortly. 

" But your promise is only binding after the lantern 
is extinguished, I think, Kuno." 

I looked her in the face and laughed. " So that has 
been the real meaning — " There was a creak of the 
boards above our heads. " Quick, Kuno," said Claudia 
softly. And I yielded. 

For the next ten minutes — they may have been but 
five, yet they seemed endless — while we stood waiting 
in the darkness, I might, had I wished, have profitably 
employed myself in meditation concerning the capricious 
ways of womankind as exemplified in Claudia. But, 
indeed, I make no profession of understanding in such 
matters. My thoughts were quickly concentrated on 
the stealthy footfall which crept along the corridor 
above us as we silently stole back into the shelter of 
the guard-room. 

Wavering and uncertain, the step of one who gropes 
by sense of touch in unknown darkness, the sound 
grew less and less as our unsuspecting victim passed 
down the winding passage and paused in hesitation at 
the staircase. 

A stumble and a passionate oath. I pressed the hand 
of Claudia significantly. Ercole was feeling for the 
baluster, had caught it just in time to save himself from 
falling. I did not fail to remember my own experience 
in that direction. 

Slowly, very slowly, he descended, like a man lost 
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and bewildered in the tortuous turnings, a prey to 
apprehension lest his extended foot might rest on 
nothingness. He was so near now that we could hear 
his laboured breathing ; in rigid expectation we followed 
his every movementi noted each shuddering creak of 
the old worm-eaten boards which threatened to break 
through beneath him. 

The moment of his decision was at hand. Which 
would he choose: the oubliette or liberty? I do not 
mind acknowledging that my heart was beating faster 
than its wont, that it throbbed with such intensity as to 
make me uneasy lest its thud against my breast should 
unwittingly give warning ; a mad desire came over me 
to speak, to say or to do something : the tension had 
suddenly become unbearable. And if such feelings 
were with me, what was the case with Claudia ? Nota 
sound escaped her, yet the hand had a grip upon my 
arm which told its story. In the heat of battle men 
have not the leisure nor the opportunity to gauge their 
feelings ; in the wild exhilaration of the moment impulse 
governs everything; heroism and cowardice alike too 
often are the fruit of a mad and contagious fever of 
excitement. It was different with us that night in the 
dismal obscurity of the Tower of the Carmine ; Claudia 
has told me since that only by a mighty effort of control 
could she prevent her teeth from chattering, or tightly 
set her lips to stifle the cry which trembled to escape 
them. 

Seeing nothing, hearing nothing beyond that ghostly 
footfall in the darkness, the very seconds seemed inter- 
minable. Once more Ercole paused : this time he was 
but a few feet distant from the landing: the arras 
rustled uneasily as he leaned against it. And then he 
muttered to himself, and the sound of the muttering 
was caught up by the echoes and distorted strangely. 

" Death and damnation ! The place must be a 
lab3rrinth." With that he groaned. "A curse upon 
my ankle. Another false step and I am helpless." 

I conjectured, not without complacency, that his 
stumble on the stairs had been productive of an injury. 



The Wrong Turning 279 

'* I cannot be far distant from the door," said Ercole. 
"Yet I seldom knew such windings. Now up, now 
down : I could almost suspect that I have returned to 
whence I started." 

He appeared, as near as I could guess, to be fumbling 
with his foot. I own that I found the soliloquy refresh- 
ing. The habit of talking to oneself aloud is not in- 
frequently a symptom of mental perturbation. 

'* To-morrow, revenge. The German butcher and his 
mistress will regret their folly of this evening. Little 
did they imagine that I was within a yard of them and 
listening." 

Claudia's grasp upon my arm had slackened. I 
was mortally afraid that the strain would prove too 
much for her, and at the risk of discovery I drew 
her closer. She was shivering like an aspen when I 
touched her. 

" They will learn that I am not to be trifled with," 
continued Ercole. "I have a score to pay — I, even 
I, the bastard as they call me." He gave a laugh, 
half nervous and half boyish. "Time was when I 
asked the hand of Claudia in marriage. She called 
me a child, if I remember, protested that I was too 
young to realise what love might signify. And yet 
I loved her, loved her with all my heart and all 
my senses. I might have made her happy : pray 
God to-day that I may live to teach her the true 
meaning of unhappiness." 

The boy in a serious mood was new to me : and I 
dreaded the effect his words might have on Claudia. 
I registered a mental vow that sooner or later he 
and I would have a reckoning — a reckoning which 
would not be delayed unduly when once the condition 
of the city had been established on a firmer basis. 
I was by no means sorry to hear him give utter- 
ance to another exclamation of pain, which choked 
his meditations. Then a thrill passed over me. He 
had dragged himself on to the landing and was 
facing us. 

No longer did he hesitate. Palpitating with an 
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indescribable emotion, I strove to peer into the dark- 
ness. Slowly, and feeling his path, he reached the 
double turning of the staircase; his hand was on 
the wall to steady him ; it was the right hand, 
not the left one. He descended blindly at its 
guidance. 

^^ Gott sei dankr* I murmured to myself involun- 
tarily. His fate was of his choosing; no mortal agency 
could avert the righteous doom of Providence. 

No mortal agency ! I had forgotten Claudia. There 
was an indrawn gasp beside me, a hoarse and sudden 
whisper. 

"He said that he had loved me, Kuno." 

Ere I divined her purpose she was on the stair- 
case. 

"Stop!" she cried. "You have chosen the wrong 
turning." And she ran down wildly. " There lies an 
oubliette in front of you." 

A passionate oath from me was merged in a fiendish 
snarl from Ercole. " Ha I " he said. " More treachery. 
If you advance a single step I stab you." His laugh 
was demoniacal, then suddenly faded into utter silence. 

I groped my way to Claudia with sword in readiness. 

"Enough of this folly," I said angrily. And I 
spoke into the darkness. "A dagger, signore, affords 
but poor protection against a sword-thrust. If I may 
so far counsel you, I would venture to suggest that you 
surrender." 

"In the dark there is little to choose between our 
weapons, butcher," was the unexpected and spirited 
retort which reached me. 

I had recovered my composure and could now think 
calmly. 

"Claudia," said I, "you will find our lantern in the 
guard-room. I beg you to rekindle it and bring it 
hither. We shall then be in a position to discuss the 



situation." 



There must have been something in my tone which 
startled her, for a sort of sob broke from her. But 
she had the wisdom not to answer me. 
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" Signore," I said, as she went up the staircase, " to 
wish to prolong this farce is hardly worthy of you. 
When the period of your imprisonment is ended, I 
hope to do myself the honour of meeting you on terms 
more equal. Meanwhile " 

Nothing save silence greeted me. I took a step 
forward in the passage, making my sword describe a 
circle. 

"Believe me, Master Bastard," I continued, "at 
your age a little licence is permissible. But you 
should be careful to abstain from murder until your 
aim has developed at least some reasonable degree of 
accuracy." 

Still no answer. I executed a fancy flourish with 
my weapon, half laughing, half impatient. 

"His Eminence " But the sentence was never 

finished. There was a rapid movement at my feet, a 
blow at my knees which sent me staggering. My 
sword slipped from me. 

^* Donnerwetter ! ** I clutched at my unseen foe in 
desperation, grappled, somehow contrived to rise upon 
my feet again. A sting in the shoulder warned me 
of the dagger. A hot breath blew upon my face. I 
struck out furiously with my naked fist, flung my 
whole weight on my assailant. "The lantern!" I 
shouted. " Bring the lantern ! " 

A cry of pain from Ercole. I held him in such a 
manner that he could not use the dagger. His boyish 
strength was powerless against mine. My fingers 
tightened on his wrist, and with a sudden jerk leapt 
to the handle of the weapon. " You devil ! " he gasped, 
as I compelled him to relinquish it, and his arm swung 
round my throat in a puny attempt to strangle me. I 
laughed in derision. "Those perfumed hands," said 
I, "would find more fitting employment in a lady's 
boudoir." For one brief moment longer I toyed with 
him. Then, as I heard the step of Claudia, "Come, 
sir, enough of this. I leave you to surrender at your 
leisure." 

My patience was exhausted. Putting forth my 
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strength, I half raised, half lifted him, and hurled 
him from me. There was a horrible scream. The 
light of the lantern shone upon the passage. Another 
scream, this time from Claudia. A dull splash echoed 
from the depths beneath us. 

'* What have I done ? " I shouted blankly. 

"May God forgive you, Kuno," answered Claudia. 
And as a lingering wail rose faintly, she slowly 
descended the staircase with the lantern, and with a 
stony stare passed by me and knelt down silently 
beside the oubliette. 



CHAPTER XXIX 

"PRIUS dementat" 

That Claudia should have spoken as she did, I own 
surprised me. Had not her nerves been overwrought, 
I cannot imagine that she would ever have addressed 
me in such fashion. 

"You murdered him, you murdered him delibe- 
rately." 

We had gone from the scene of the tragedy in a 
somewhat ominous silence, but there had been nothing 
in her manner to give me warning of so unreasoning an 
outburst. 

I shrugged my shoulders, not being anxious for a 
controversy. The movement reminded me that, murder 
or no murder, I had not escaped unscathed from the 
encounter. 

"It was an accident," I answered curtly. "You 
should have been quicker with the lantern." 

The remark was surely harmless enough, yet some- 
how it had the effect of provoking her still further. 

" You knew that the oubliette was just behind him," 
she exclaimed, and her voice took on a tone of bitter 
mockery. "To take advantage of his helplessness 
was not what I should have expected of a soldier 
who professes such high principles of chivalry. But 
you are doubtless contented with your vengeance, and 
with reason. A boy of seventeen! In very truth, 
a gallant deed and worthy. It only remains for Salva- 
tore to enshrine the story of your prowess in an ode 
imperishable." 

I walked by her side without replying. In her pre- 
sent frame of mind, rejoinder would but have added 

383 
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fuel to the fire, nor did I care to explain that her own 
impulsiveness had more than assisted to bring about 
the accident. The events of the night would assume 
another complexion in her eyes by morning. Already 
the dawn was rising in the heavens, and a few hours 
sleep too little was quite sufficient to account for her 
behaviour. 

At the entrance to the Palazzo of Donna Anna, 
whither I escorted her, Claudia at last, and not till 
then, condescended to abandon her attitude and to 
detain me while she unfolded the arrangements for a 
further assembly of the Company. My policy of silence 
had, I fear, rendered the previous conversation of a 
too one-sided character for her to find pleasure in pro- 
longing it. Recrimination should be mutual or it 
rapidly ceases to be interesting. I noted the change 
in her manner towards me with amusement. 

"We shall be well advised if, ere we publish the 
news to the Compagnia, we consult Don Muzio as to 
our future course of action. What with Maso and the 
Cardinal, things have come to such a pass in Naples 
that I dread to reflect on the possible results of your 
handiwork this evening." 

" I see no necessity for publishing the news," said 
I in answer. "We can keep our own counsel, and 
neither Maso nor the Cardinal will be the wiser. In 
any case it was an accident. The boy took the wrong 
turning in the darkness." 

She looked at me as though she would have struck 
me, and without another word unlatched the door and 
passed into the building. 

I mention this conversation merely by way of illus- 
trating the many inconsistencies and contradictions 
which Claudia shared in common with her brother, 
and which never wholly left her even during the most 
happy of the years of married life before us. It is 
now little more than a twelvemonth since, after a pro- 
longed illness borne with exemplary fortitude and 
patience, she was taken from me, yet I doubt whether 
in the inmost chamber of her heart she ever really 
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forgave me my part in the event which culminated in 
the tragedy of the oubliette that night in the Tower of 
the Carmine. No further reproach or mention did I 
hear from her, but the fact that she insisted on the 
naming of our first-born son as Ercole spoke volumes 
no less than did the tender solicitude with which she 
cherished to the end the comfit-box. I offer no expla- 
nation of her feelings in the matter ; women are guided 
by sentiments beyond the comprehension of one whose 
existence has been spent largely amid the hurly-burly 
of the camp and battlefield. Henceforth the death 
of the Cardinal's nephew was tacitly tabooed between 
us: save only, indeed, upon that one occasion with 
which I am about to deal, and which so terribly though 
indirectly precipitated the tragic failure of the revo- 
lution. I have used the expression — indirectly — of 
set purpose: the increasing madness of the Captain- 
General, so sedulously encouraged by the crafty cunning 
of both Duke and Cardinal, must sooner or later have 
inevitably alienated from him the final vestige of his 
popularity among the populace. 

So far, indeed, the lazzaroni had been stanch : how 
long would they remain so? That was the question 
which I asked myself as on the following morning — 
the morning of Monday, the fifteenth of July, the eve 
of the Feast of the Madonna del Carmine — I sauntered 
quietly along Toledo. 

Consideration the first: Ercole was dead, and the 
fact could not be concealed indefinitely from the 
deluded people who, as it were, had set him aloft 
upon a pedestal of righteousness. 

Consideration the second : To what extent would 
the disclosure avail to counteract the influence of Sal- 
vatore. The Company of Death was but a shadow of 
its former self; whether or not the Painter- Knights 
could be relied upon in the event of an emergency was 
more than doubtful. And the better classes, unmis- 
takably, only waited for an opportunity to throw 
themselves upon the protection of His Eminence, and 
so at a single stroke disj)el all further hope of a peaceful 
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occupation by the Frenchmen. Spain or Mazarin: 
after all, what guarantee was there that the promises 
of the one were worth more than the assurances of 
the other. Traders and lazzaroni alike were ignorant 
of Salvator Rosa's ambitions and intentions ; for some 
reason, which I never understood correctly, he had 
confided his negotiations with Mazarin to the inner 
circle of the Company alone ; the arrival of the French 
fleet was to be flung as a triumphant surprise at the 
heads of the populace in the full glow of their eman- 
cipation from the thrall of the tyranny which had 
oppressed them. A noble dream, and one which was 
in thorough harmony with the spirit of Salvator Rosa; 
but, reduced to cold reality, how had it prospered ? 

Symptoms of rising discontent were painfully ap- 
parent wherever a cluster of citizens had come together: 
here grouped about an edict which one was loudly 
expounding for the benefit of the illiterate : there with 
bated breath discussing some new vagary of the 
Captain-General. As, now and again, I paused and 
listened to the troubled murmurs, my heart sank lower. 
Rumours were rife, many with falsity self-evident upon 
them, yet others which I knew too well to be substantial 
in their accuracy. 

To a woman whose reputation was infamous even 
in that city of luxury and vice, Maso had assigned a 
yearly pension which might have kept an entire family 
in affluence; he had been seen in the company of a 
notorious courtesan, upon whom he had showered a 
priceless wealth of jewels, and whom he had ordered 
to be treated with exaggerated deference when she 
appeared in public ; he had gone so far as to distribute 
the titles of prince and duke among his followers. 

What need to linger over the tale of these excesses ? 
His actions could only be explained by their being the 
beginning of insanity. One anecdote and I have 
finished. It was a little crooked man who told the 
story, accompanying his words with gestures which 
seemed to spread a fever of contagiousness among his 
hearers : a little crooked man, who might have been a 
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tailor by profession, yet whose powers of narration 
baffle my pen in the endeavour to describe the scene 
as he described it. The theme turned upon Don 
Diomed Carafa, the same who had wrested Masaniello's 
wife from him, and the fate which in the early hours of 
that very morning had been meted out to his younger 
brother Don Giuseppe. 

The memory of Don Diomed, Duke of Maddaloni, 
haunted Masaniello like a spectre. He ordered his 
beautiful villa at Posilipo to be razed to the ground, 
and made the populace ransack once more his pillaged 
palace at Santa Maria della Stella. The barber of the 
Duke had thought to buy his life by revealing the 
whereabouts of hidden treasure; a few hours later 
he was the central figure of a bonfire, the Captain- 
General standing by and witnessing his torment. A 
number of musicians had been flung into the sea and 
left to perish merely because they had once been in 
the service of Don Diomed. The new master of Naples 
himself, on the preceding evening, had repaired to the 
desolate palace of Carafa, and there, seated amid the 
ruins, had commanded a sumptuous banquet to be 
served liim from a neighbouring convent. Whilst 
eating, some of his people brought thither two por- 
traits, the one of Maddaloni, the other of Don Marzio, 
his father. Upon these he vented his childish rage, 
smashing the frames and cutting out the heads, which 
he caused to be placed on pikes and set in front of 
him. Later, he put on a suit of Carafa's clothes, of 
blue silk embroidered with silver, and fastened in his 
cap a diamond clasp, the property of his enemy ; then 
threw himself upon a horse, drew forth his pistols with 
both hands, and threatening to shoot any one who 
approached him, or who showed himself at the windows, 
proceeded to the water's edge, where he divested him- 
self of his raiment and in such guise returned to the 
unfinished banquet. 

The Duke of Maddaloni, happily for his security, 
had fled in the direction of Piedimonte d'Alife. His 
younger brother, less endowed with foresight, had taken 
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refuge since the commencement of the revolution in 
the great Franciscan convent of Santa Maria la Nuova. 
Treachery that morning had betrayed his whereabouts 
to Masaniello. 

The audience hung upon the speaker's words, as in a 
passionate burst of eloquence he unfolded the story of 
the tragedy. 

A demand for the surrender of the fugitive had been 
met by a refusal. Undeterred by fear of sacrilege, the 
Captain-General announced his intention of setting fire 
to the convent. 

Sacrilege ! Those who have been to Naples need 
not to be told the effect produced upon his hearers as 
the voice of the crooked man sank to a whisper. A 
murmur of relief ran round when he continued. 

In the very nick of time the cry had been raised 
that Don Giuseppe had escaped. A figure was seen 
slinking from a side-door of the convent, and in an 
instant the band, with Masaniello at their head, were 
in pursuit. 

The chase was but a short one. The fugitive sprang 
into a cottage which was open and ran up the staircase. 
It was the miserable dwelling of a common courtesan. 
He promised her gold and she concealed him. But 
as Masaniello approached she called down from the 
window. 

Don Giuseppe left his hiding-place, confronted the 
Captain-General and his followers. 

" Villanoy^ he cried, ^^ hai ardire di toccarmiy non 
sai forse chi to sono? Do you not know me, 
rabble ? " 

A heavy crucifix stood in a corner of the chamber. 
Beside himself with frenzy, Masaniello seized it, and as 
his victim, stabbed in a dozen places, sank before him, 
struck at the prostrate face with a fiendish yell of exul- 
tation. Once more the shout of sacrilege rose up. The 
Captain-General threw himself upon the body, tore it 
with his teeth, then, as his followers shrank back ap- 
palled, turned savagely upon them with the bespattered 
cross. Ere they could interfere to hinder him he had 



it 
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brained the courtesan. A terrible shout broke from 
him and he fell back laughing like a madman. 

The crooked man ceased speaking. For a second 
longer there was silence. Then some one from behind 
called out : " He has a devil. I have heard it said that 
he has been seen emerging from the Casa della Sirena. 
The curse of Donna Anna is upon him." 

I stayed to hear no more. At the end of the street I 
saw the familiar figure of Salvator Rosa. 

" Body of a dog ! " he cried, when I came near him. 
" You look like one who has been plagued by ghosts or 
witches." 

I told him what I had heard and he grunted noisily. 

" We cannot alter the way of destiny. Hark you, 
Kuno. At the far end of the Mergellina there lies a 
vessel well equipped and seaworthy." 

I stared at him blankly and he mimicked me. 
"There is nothing like being prepared for an emer- 
gency. You have received the missive of the Captain- 
General ? " 

" Missive ? " I questioned. 

" Ay, orders, if you find the term more suitable." 

I failed to understand and said so. He shrugged his 
shoulders. 

" The officer of the Cardinal's Guard delivered it in 
person. He carried a similar document addressed to 
you. I doubt not he has left it at your lodgings." 

" If you would condescend to explain its tenor," I 
began, with some uneasiness. 

" It is simple enough," he answered. " We are sum- 
moned to appear before the Captain-General to answer 
to a charge of gravity. Unfortunately Maso does not 
state its nature." 

I looked to see if he was serious. Then, taking him 
aside, I related the tragedy of Ercole. He listened 
impassively, but I detected S3rmptoms of anxiety. 

"Had you consulted me," he said at length, "our 
little attempt at revolution might not have been at- 
tended with such peculiar consequences. There is 
scanty wisdom in a multitude of leaders." He stood 

T 
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stroking his beard. "What is, is; what will be, will 
be. And my work has been neglected." 

" But," I ventured, " this summons of Masaniello ? 
In his present frame of mind " 

He grasped me by the arm. 

" You need have no fear, Kuno. If there is trouble, 
there also is the Mergellina. And forget not one thing : 
I am II Signore." 

He started humming provokingly some air or othen 
" You have ordered masses to be said for the repose 
of Ercole ? " he asked me quizzingly. 



CHAPTER XXX 

THE SEAT OF JUDGMENT 

If the summons to appear before the Captain-Greneral 
was in itself sufficiently disquieting, even more so, to 
my mind, was the exaggerated flippancy with which 
Salvator Rosa affected to regard it. Nor, on returning 
to my lodgings, was the further news which greeted me 
of a nature to ease my trepidation, for there, pacing the 
chamber with a nervous footstep, I found to my astonish- 
ment von Reinhold. 

" The mischief is out," he said. " You recollect one 
Viviano Codagora, whose beauty you marred with the 
aid of flaming pitch ? " 

I started, marvelling from what source he had ob- 
tained the story. He noted my surprise, and added, 
" I fancy that we on our side are by this time better 
acquainted with the little secrets of your Company than 
you imagine." 

I glanced up at him sharply. He had discarded his 
uniform, and, like the majority of the Spanish nobles 
and officials, was richly but soberly clad throughout in 
black, unrelieved save by the whiteness of a stiff- 
starched ruff about his neck. I knew that his presence 
in my room must be dictated by something other than 
a mere idle motive, or he would not have risked his own 
security to visit me. He was quick to guess at my un- 
spoken thought, however. 

" You need not be alarmed for me," he said, while he 
balanced himself against the table. " There is a marked 
revulsion of feeling in favour of His Excellency; so 
marked, indeed, that as I came along I was more than 

gratified by the kindly cheering of some of the less 
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ignoble members of the populace who were anxious to 
renew acquaintance. Had I been in uniformi my re- 
ception might not have been so cordial. I deemed it 
best to stir up as few such memories as possible." 

He spoke in a tone of pleasantry which did not 
deceive me. 

"Wolfram," I said, "what is it? You did not come 
here without an object. And I do not forget that you 
mentioned Codagora." 

His manner changed, and he sat down quietly beside 
me. 

" There is trouble afoot, Kuno. Codagora was with 
the Cardinal this morning, and I understand revealed 
the fact that you and Donna Claudia hold Ercole a 
prisoner." 

I had guessed as much already. "Well!" I ex- 
claimed tentatively, wondering to what extent he knew 
all that had happened. He pulled at his moustache. 

"You are ordered to appear before the Captain- 
General. It is no ordinary matter, for both the Car- 
dinal and the Viceroy are to sit with him in judg- 
ment." 

" The Viceroy ! " 

Von Reinhold smiled, a trifle sadly. " In con- 
sideration of his infirmities Masaniello has graciously 
permitted him to wear a cloak for the occasion. Both 
he and his Eminence are henceforth expressly exempted 
from the ordinance." 

"The madman then is returning to his senses," I 
murmured. 

" On the contrary," replied von Reinhold. " The 
Cardinal contrived to bring to bear his spiritual influ- 
ence. It is that spiritual influence which I dread in 
your case, Kuno. Donna Claudia and her brother are 
too securely rooted in popular favour for the Cardinal 
to venture to attack them openly. And if you are 
made the scapegoat " — he glanced at me significantly. 
" You have but to release Ercole, and it is difficult to 
see how even His Eminence can frame any very serious 
charge against you. By the gratification of what after 
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all is a purely personal vengeance, you have contrived, 
as I fear, to compass your own ruin. Yet it is not too 
late " 

I stopped him at this. "Too late!" And I put 
him in possession of my story. He listened gravely 
without comment. 

" So," he said finally, after a pause which seemed to 
me interminable. ** I had half guessed at some such 
matter. Still Codagora can hardly have had an inkling 
of so grave a truth." 

I stood up impatiently. ** Inkling or no inkling, you 
see for yourself how serious is likely to be the conse- 
quence. The man in his cowardly fashion thought to 
turn the tables upon me, perhaps to secure a future 
patron in the Cardinal. Wittingly or not, he has roused 
up a hornet's nest. We cannot produce Ercole, for a 
sufficient reason. Nor can we hope that our story will 
be credited." 

Von Reinhold was gazing at me shrewdly. " Kuno," 
he said and hesitated. Then suddenly, placing his hand 
in his doublet, he drew forth a leather bag. There was 
a clink of metal as he held it. 

*' Kuno, I was wiser than I knew in coming to you. 
As it was, I had made arrangements, for I could not 
tell how far you were entangled. You must leave 
Naples instantly." 

He laid the gold upon the table. I gave a gasp of 
dismay and shook my head in silence. 

"Come," he said, "you will need funds upon your 
journey, and an old friend is surely privileged." 

I clasped his hand in mute acknowledgment before I 
answered him. " I cannot go," I said laconically. 

" You cannot go ? And yet your very life may stand 
endangered ? Reflect that by remaining you do good to 
no one. Your abortive attempt at revolution dwindles 
to an ending. How long shall Masaniello rule the 
people? Already the lazzaroni clamour out against 
him. It is but a matter of hours. To-day, to-morrow, 
what will the Company of Death avail you? The 
populace is wearied of this fantastic tyranny, only 



294 The Company of Death 

awaits an opportunity to return to its allegiance to the 
Viceroy. Would you die at the hands of a madman, 
perish uselessly ? What consideration of mere foolish 
sentiment is prompting you ? " 

"And what of Donna Claudia?" I burst out almost 
angrily. 

He smiled. "She is only too well acquainted with 
the strength of her position. Besides, she has her 
brother." 

I sat down heavily with a flash of comprehension. 
" Wolfram, you have not heard ? '* 

Von Reinhold set to twirling his moustache in a be- 
wildered fashion. 

"We are betrothed," said I. He stood like a statue, 
staring at me stupidly, then presently he broke into a 
roar of laughter. 

Over the talk which followed there is no need to 
linger. My comrade's astonishment once over, a kindly 
word or two, and we fell into a serious discussion of 
the gravity of my position. This time there was no 
suggestion of flight between us, yet curiously enough, 
while neither strove to minimise the danger, I felt my 
spirits rising in proportion to the increasing apprehen- 
sions of von Reinhold. My chance of safety lay in the 
attitude of Salvator Rosa. And with all the bluster 
which marked the utterances of the great painter, I 
knew that he was not the man to fail in an emergency. 
Flippant and extravagant he might be; yet a steady 
conviction grew upon me that he had not exhausted 
the final weapon in his armoury. Those few minutes 
of conversation with von Reinhold acted upon me like 
a tonic. When I parted from my comrade on the 
threshold I was laughing as merrily as any school- 
boy. 

" God grant that it may be as you think," he said. 
He grasped my hand with an intensity of feeling which 
was strangely alien to his phlegmatic temperament. 
As fate would have it, three years and more were 
destined to elapse ere we should meet again : I was in 
Freiburg at the time engaged in settling the affairs of 
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my succession to the family estates after my brother's 
death. Well do I remember — But once more I 
wander from the straight path of my narrative. Let 
me rather hasten directly to what concerns me at this 
moment : the seat of judgment upon that afternoon of 
Monday. 

The heat of the sun, though still oppressive, was 
softening sensibly with the approach of evening. The 
sky, blue and cloudless, looked down upon the great 
open space of the Largo del Castello Nuovo with un- 
ruffled serenity as though unconscious of the animated, 
almost turbulent, scene below it. Before the old 
Spedale di San Giacomo, the prison to which were 
consigned all malefactors who could claim Spanish 
birth in part extenuation of their crimes, a barricade 
had been erected, behind which, guarded by the mer- 
cenaries of His Eminence, there rose a lofty dais sur- 
mounted by a heavy canopy of purple velvet. Here 
upon their chairs of state sat the three rulers of 
the city — Duke, Cardinal, and Fisherman. In front 
seethed the masses of the populace, filling from end to 
end the vast piazza, now clamouring, now strangely 
silent. 

If the spectacle, even to the Viceroy, must have been 
impressive, what did it seem to us as at the right-hand 
corner of the platform we stood awaiting the pleasure of 
the triumvirate who so earnestly conversed in whispers. 
Yet, to say truth, Salvator Rosa's demeanour had so far 
infected us that neither Claudia nor I experienced any 
such sense of misgiving as might have been anticipated. 

" Body of a ' dog ! " he had exclaimed to us. " Let 
our madman there see to his laurels. I have but to 
raise a hand and I dethrone him. My morning's work 
has not been wasted." 

Claudia, on her side, seemed to have wholly forgotten 
her ill-humour of the preceding evening. 

** Ercole is dead and there is an end of it," she said, 
and then with a mischievous look in my direction, 
"You should try to cultivate a sense of humour, 
Kuno." 
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'' Greatly as I admire your unconcern/' I answered, 
'' our present predicament scarcely appears to admit of 
a sense of humour. Had we agreed to leave the city 
for a week or two " 

Salvator Rosa was guffawing softly. '' In that case," 
he said, "you would have missed the most dramatic 
moment of your lifetime. Have you no eye for group- 
ing ? Why, man, you have before you now a picture 
which not even I with all my genius could adequately 
transfer to canvas." 

He swept his hands towards the populace and with 
a sort of despairing gesture indicated the grim outline 
of the Castel Nuovo and the blue waters of the Bay 
beyond it. Then he drew my attention quietly to 
Masaniello. 

The fisher-lad was seated on the left of the Viceroy, 
apathetic, listless, his gaze turned downwards, engaged 
in drawing an imaginary pattern with his naked foot. 
He wore his chain of office, but in other respects he had 
reverted to the costume in which I first beheld him. 
Beside him the gross figure of the Duke of Arcos was 
palpitating in the folds of a voluminous mantle trimmed 
heavily with fur. The Cardinal was speaking, the 
Viceroy listening with an animation which consorted 
oddly with his general aspect. There was a sinister 
look upon His Eminence's countenance which seemed 
to suggest some new and cunning stroke of policy. 
He finished, and the Duke of Arcos folded his hands 
complacently against his stomach. " My health is so 
far restored that there will be no difficulty. I feel 
better to-day. Cardinal. And I do not forget that I am 
Viceroy." 

He had raised his voice sufficiently for the utterance 
to reach us. Salvator Rosa chuckled. *' See here, 
Kuno, and you, Claudia. A prick with this and His 
Corpulence's indispositions would be gone for ever. 
By the Most Holy Blood of San Gennaro ! I have half 
a mind to risk the consequences." And he drew his 
dagger and surveyed it thoughtfully. It was a 
curiously fashioned weapon, the handle cut into the 
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semblance of two human faces, the one gay and jovial 
with a laugh upon its lips, the other a fleshless skull : 
a characteristic contradiction which ever delighted the 
soul of the capricious painter. He made an upward 
thrust even as Claudia gave vent to a low cry of 
warning. ** How say you, Kuno?" he exclaimed in 
reckless fashion. '* Had I not other and more pacific 
means at my disposal — " He stopped with a sort of 
whistle and then shrugged his shoulders. The Viceroy 
had risen to his feet, his bead-like eyes protruding, a 
hand convulsively directed at us. The Captain of the 
Cardinal's Guard dashed forward. Both Claudia and 
her brother were shaking with amusement as we gave 
up our weapons. '* His Corpulence lacks courage," 
said Salvator Rosa with a low bow to the officer. ** I 
would beg of you respectfully to cherish this dagger as 
you would your honour. It has a sentimental value 
in my eyes outweighing rubies. Still I surrender it 
with pleasure to your temporary custody. Permit me 
to assure you that nothing is further from my thoughts 
than violence. There is a delicate subtlety about the 
situation which would be ruined hopelessly were I to 
descend to any such commonplace vulgarity." He 
strode to the edge of the platform and flourished his 
cap «bove his head. 

The people were aflame upon the instant, the great 
piazza ringing, thundering. 

'* Viva II Signore! Viva II Cardinale! Viva II 
DucaD'Arcos!" 

''You hear?" said Claudia to me suddenly, and 
in a flash I realised. I looked at Masaniello. He 
was gripping the sides of his chair with anguish 
marked upon his features. Not a man cried " Viva 
Masaniello ! " 

His Eminence said something to the Viceroy. He 
nodded to the officer, and we were conducted to where 
our judges sat beneath the canopy. 

" I am told that a serious charge has been preferred 
against you," said His Excellency. " It is alleged 



298 The Company of Death 

that you have wrongfully detained in custody the 
person of His Eminence's nephew." He blinked at us 
while he was speaking. 

There was a groan from Masaniello. '' Eminence/' 
he muttered wildly, " am I not the appointed instrument 
of God and of His Mother ? " 

** Figlio miOf* said the Cardinal, "the grace and 
blessing of Holy Church be with you." His thin lips 
curved in aft enigmatic smile as he laid a gentle hand 
on Masaniello's fevered forehead. 

The Viceroy shivered. " I think, Cardinal, that we 
should proceed with our inquiry. Perhaps the Captain- 
General will be good enough to interrogate the accused. 
This weather is a little treacherous. I fear that I may 
be about to take a chill. My physicians have so often 
warned me that fresh air is injurious to my constitution. 
Still, I feel stronger to-day, Cardinal. That new infu- 
sion which you recommended lies lighter on my stomach 
than the pigeon's blood." 

He was still rambling on when Masaniello sat up 
with a jerk. " As the accused," he snapped out shrilly, 
"have offered no adequate explanation, and have re- 
fused to liberate His Eminence's nephew in direct 
defiance of my orders " 

Salvator Rosa was growling in his beard inaudibly. 
But Claudia exhibited no hesitation. 

"One moment," she began, and while I listened I 
seemed to forget the uproar of the populace, and my 
thoughts reverted to that strange scene when in the 
Tower of the Carmine I had first thrown in my lot 
with the Compagnia, "one moment, with the per- 
mission of your Excellency." 

The Duke thus suddenly appealed to, started. 

"Yes, yes," he said. "I am quite sure that the 
Captain-General will have no objection. But you must 
remember that His Eminence and I are not here as 
your judges. An accusation of this kind lies wholly 
in the province of the Captain-GeneraL Still, if your 
story is not too long, we will consent to hear you." 
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He turned, but Maso had relapsed into his lethargy. 
" You will be good enough to raise your voice a little, 
I find that the clamour of the people hinders me from 
hearing properly." 

The Cardinal was reading from a little vellum-covered 
volume. As the Duke ceased speaking, he closed the 
book with a snap, and cast a piercing glance at Claudia. 
She stood with her head thrown back, poising herself 
defiantly. 

" Advance, my daughter," said His Eminence. And 
Claudia, motioning us away imperiously, told the true 
tale of Ercole. 

Rapidly, yet calmly, without gesture or adornment, 
in an even almost expressionless voice, she narrated 
the circumstances, described the capture, the escape, 
the tragic climax. *' It was an accident. We had no 
wish to harm him." She came to a conclusion with 
a sudden flow, of words which choked her utterance. 
Then she abruptly turned her back upon her hearers. 
On the dais reigned silence. A voice from the crowd 
beyond jarred sharply. " Viva II Signorel Viva 
Donna Claudia T^ 

Beyond a momentary spasm, the Cardinal's coun- 
tenance had been inscrutable. The Viceroy was 
quivering in a fashion which at another time would 
have aroused our laughter. But Masaniello's eyes 
were gleaming with the light of madness. 

" Did I not say that evil would be the end of 
it ! " He flung up his hands as though to ward 
off some imaginary danger. ''Donna Anna! Donna 
Anna ! " 

The Viceroy shrank into his seat. '* I am not well," 
he murmured. 

Salvator Rosa clapped me on the shoulder. "A 
rhyme to pinguedine^ friend, I beg of you. I have 
a satire upon corpulence in contemplation." I had 
only to glance at him to realise that his thoughts were 
sailing into softie vague region of abstraction. It was 
characteristic of the man, but somehow at that juncture 
a trifle of versification was not of a nature which 
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appealed to me. Accordingly I answered him with a 
certain measure of impatience. 

He was pleased to interrupt me with a dramatic 
gesture. 

'' Patience, good Kuno. Sciocco i chi pensa che un 
altro non pensi. He is a fool who thinks that another 
does not think." 

So saying, he commenced to mutter to himself some 
lines of verse, so that in very desperation I was com- 
pelled to turn my attention to the Cardinal. 

His Eminence was staring straight before him, lost, 
I may presume, in meditation concerning the turn 
which things had taken. Not even when the Duke 
addressed him did he answer. Too crafty a diplomatist 
to afford an outward expression of his feelings, it was 
none the less made manifest that the fate of Ercole had 
stirred his nature to its depths. 

''Eminence" — the words broke from the Captain- 
General in a tone of agonised intensity — " Eminence 
and Lord, I see that my people are abandoning me 
and betraying me. Now, for my consolation, I beg 
that to-morrow there may be public procession to our 
Lady of the Carmine, headed by the Viceroy ; and I 
desire that your Eminence will also join it." 

The Cardinal inclined his head in silence. 

" I fear that I may have taken a chill," exclaimed the 
Viceroy irritably. " If you are going to dispose of the 
accused, I should be glad if you would do so quickly. 
I do not understand why you should say that the 
people are betraying you. It is at their request that 
I appointed you their Captain-General." 

He rose with an injured air and quitted the dais, 
lumbering heavily to where his equipage was waiting. 
A second's hesitation, and His Eminence followed; I 
could have sworn that his eyes darted a look of 
malignant yet triumphant hatred on Masaniello as he 
passed him. 

" Viva il Cardinale ! Viva il Duca d*Arcos I " 

The echo had hardly died away ere Salvator Rosa 
swept to the side of Claudia. 
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"Two vacant thrones!" said he. "Come, sister, 
like myself you are fatigued with standing." 

" Alas ! " retorted Claudia laughingly, " that there 
should be but two thrones vacant. We will suppose 
that you are in attendance, Kuno. Unless, indeed " 

She did not finish the sentence. Taking the hand 
of Salvatore gravely, she bowed low to Masaniello. 
Then she sat down with dignity, her brother simul« 
taneously ensconcing himself in the chair of the 
Cardinal Archbishop. 

An instant later and the Captain-General had flung 
himself to the far end of the platform, and with dis- 
tended nostrils was gesticulating furiously. 

" They have broken the law," he screamed. " They 
must pay the penalty. Savino Sacardo, you will do 
your duty. To the gallows with them, to the gallows." 

There was a stir in the crowd below, a deep growl, 
which suddenly subsided into silence, as Sacardo came 
upon the platform accompanied by a score of rudely 
armed lazzaroni, some bearing pikes, and others scythes 
or hatchets. 

"In the name of the Captain-General of the Most 
Faithful People." 

He strove to lay a hand upon me, and I retreated 
hastily. A bandaged face in the crowd — the face of 
Codagora — ^was leering at me, and my movement was 
involuntary. 

" Body of a dog ! " roared II Signore. " What ! Do 
you shun the acquaintance of my friend Sacardo ! I 
have heard that once you were on closer terms of 
intimacy." He mimicked the lisping speech of Ercole. 
" Signor Savino Sacardo, I have the honour to deliver 
up for judgment the person of Lieutenant von Stried- 
beck, an incendiary and enemy to Naples." He glared 
down at the mob. "I see you, Viviano Codagora. 
No need to skulk into the background. You do not 
seem to realise that I owe you thanks instead of 
curses. Figlio d' Apollo I Was there ever such a 
picture ? " 

He brushed up to Sacardo. " Surely a dying man 
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may say a word or two ! " He was grinning sarcastic- 
ally with a finger directed at the Captain-Greneral. 

Masaniello had fallen on his knees and seemed 
oblivious of his surroundings ; his scapulary had 
become unloosened from his neck, and was lying un- 
heeded on the dais beside him. " To the gallows," he 
cried almost incoherently. And he fell to stammering 
a prayer to San Gennaro with a wildness of utterance 
which convulsed his frail body until exhausted nature 
had its way and he lay prostrate. 

Salvator Rosa smiled a meaning smile and quietly 
stepped forward. I noticed that a number of the 
Painter-Knights had pushed to the forefront of the 
crowd, among them Aniello Falcone and the younger 
Francanzano. Each carried a dagger similar to that 
which Salvator Rosa had surrendered; they raised 
them aloft with one accord in silence, hilt upwards as 
though in token of their fealty. 

Savino Sacardo made no further movement. His 
glance was wandering restlessly from Claudia to 
Masaniello, from myself to II Signore. 

And then Salvator Rosa spoke, and his voice rang 
like a blare of trumpets. 

" Most noble citizens of Naples, malodorous but yet 
full-bellied lazzaroni. Have I not shed an eternal 
glory on your city, I, the Prince of Painters, Prince of 
Poets! Is it your wish that I should die — ay, die 
a shameful death upon the gallows: I who am II 
Signore ! Choose, men of Naples, let your will declare 
itself. See here, see there ! " He threw up his arms 
in a dramatic gesture. " We stand condemned to death 
by Masaniello." 

The mob, led by the Painter-Knights, shook, trembled, 
quivered. There was no mistaking the meaning of their 
answer. 

" Evviva t Evviva ! Viva II Signore ! " 

While still the thunder of the sound leapt to the 
heavens, Salvator Rosa walked up to Sacardo. 

"The Captain-General has commanded. I pray you, 
lead me to the gallows," 
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The lieutenant of the lazzaroni was as pale as ashes. 
Slowly, as though he had not heard, he descended from 
the platform with his escort. 

With a toss of his head Salvator Rosa turned to us. 

" Let us go hence," he yawned ; " I have no liking for 
this melodrama." 



I 



CHAPTER XXXI 

" INGRATI, TRADITORI ! " 

Tuesday the sixteenth of July, 1647, ^^e Feast of the 
Madonna del Carmine! For ten days Masaniello's 
authority had brooked no opposition; Cardinal and 
Viceroy alike had only too well gauged the advantages 
which a policy of non-interference on their part must in 
the march of time bring with it. 

And now? On the one side the proverbial fickle- 
ness of the Southern temperament, upon the other the 
forces of superstition, restless, unreasoning activity of 
mind and body, the sense of power too suddenly 
inherited, the brain of genius wavering on the border- 
line of madness; these had achieved their inevitable 
work, and Masaniello, half-crazed tyrant and despot, 
once the hero of the lazzaroni, the god-like champion of 
the weak and suffering, now openly derided, greeted if 
not with actual hoots and jeers, yet with a dogged, still 
more startling, sullenness during that morning's progress 
through the crowded city, Masaniello, Fisherman and 
Captain-General, was tottering in fullest consciousness 
of his position towards the doom which almost certainly 
awaited him. 

That some premonition of his danger had passed over 
him was evident. I stood with Claudia and Salvator 
Rosa in a corner of the Church of the Carmine, its wide 
floor and the altars of the side-chapels crowded to over- 
flowing with its throng of worshippers. The Cardinal 
had celebrated mass in person, and a strange, unearthly 
perfume filled the sacred building, a cloud of incense 
hovering beneath the gilt and painted ceiling and 
obscuring from our view the glorious Assumption and 

3<H 



^ 



'* Ingrati, Traditori ! " 305 

the Adoration — ten years later, alas, irretrievably 
ruined by a stroke of lightning. There in the archi- 
trave was the miraculous crucifix which — when in 1439 
the House of Anjou, sustained only by the feeble hands 
of Ren6, the last sovereign of his dynasty, lay at the 
mercy of the besieging forces of Alphonso of Aragon — 
was struck by a cannon-ball, and would infallibly have 
been destroyed had not the head of the sacred figure 
bowed suddenly as though it were alive. Nor did 
the wonder cease with this, for the ball, though it 
encountered only the light tracery of the crown of 
thorns, was checked in mid-air, hung suspended for an 
instant, and then dropped quietly within the altar rails. 
There, too, was the painting, attributed to Saint Luke, 
of the Madonna termed " La Bruna " from its colouring, 
than which no similitude of our Lady of Sorrows in all 
South Italy has wrought more wondrous miracles, or 
better earned its sanctity. It was a fitting stage for the 
last act in the life of Masaniello : this church so full of 
tragedy and of romance, endeared to the p)eople by a 
thousand miracles and memories. Standing in the 
poorest quarter of the city, within sight of the swarming 
population which crowds the streets and alleys around 
the Porta del Carmine and the dingy rookeries which 
abut upon the Church of Sant* Eligio, there is no feast 
or saint's day on which the lazzaroni do not visit it in 
thousands. The sanctity of this great and ancient 
edifice, its propinquity to the Mercato and to the teem- 
ing hive which clusters about the market-place, have 
made it in all ages a central point of that turbulent hot 
life which fills the history of Naples with tales of terror 
and of bloodshed. 

A new and sinister page was being turned that morn- 
ing. Breathless and silent, a serried compact mass of 
human beings, the lazzaroni of the city waited. Mass 
had been celebrated. Viceroy and Cardinal had quitted, 
yet there was not a sign of movement. The eyes of all 
were glued upon the pulpit or pergamo. 

Unperceived, unnoticed, Masaniello had quietly 
ascended it. The sound of his voice vibrated with a 

U 
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startling resonance, roused the assemblage into a quick 
thrill of expectation, then as suddenly transformed his 
hearers into things inanimate. 

He was calm now and collected, but an ashen pallor 
lay upon his features. Above his head in the per- 
gamo rested a dove of rarely-fashioned workmanship 
in silver, while from behind a marble cherub smiled 
across his shoulder. He held up a cross of gold 
richly adorned with jewels; his loose and open 
shirt was torn and weather-stained; a coarse linen 
amulet or scapulary hung down upon his almost 
naked bosom. 

Amid a death-like stillness, in low and even tones, 
which now and again rang out in passionate intensity, 
he spoke. The words were couched in simplest lan- 
guage, not straining after rhetoric or bombast. As I 
looked round the sacred building I realised that many 
besides myself were wondering if, haply, by some stroke 
of fortune, the madness of the Captain-General might 
have left him. But with that I glanced up once again, 
and saw his eyes and trembled. They seemed to have 
sunk into his head, and now lost all expression, now 
gleamed with a light which was unnatural, now stared 
vacantly as though unseeing. With a sigh I turned to 
Claudia, and found her listening with her face averted 
from the pulpit. 

" My dear and much beloved people, let us give thanks 
to God with eternal sounds of jubilation that we have 
recovered our former liberties, but who would have 
thought that we should have come to such a pass! 
There are many matters which may seem dreams or 
fables, yet you see that they are very real and actual 
verities. Let infinite thanks be given to Heaven and to 
our Blessed Lady of the Carmine, and to the paternal 
benignity of the good Cardinal who is our Shepherd. 
We are eased of so many weights, relieved of so many 
impositions ; now is restored to us the dear and gracious 
liberty in which reposes the happy memory of King 
Ferdinand and Charles the Emperor. I, for my own 
part, do not desire anything nor do I pretend to aught 
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beyond the public welfare. After the fishing of public 
liberty which I have made in the tempestuous sea of this 
afflicted city, I will return to my hook and line, not 
reserving for myself so much as a nail for my own 
dwelling. This and more will I do when the time is 
ripe for me to lay down my power. Until that day 
I am, by God and man appointed, Captain-General of 
this city." 

He faltered for a moment, swayed unsteadily. Then 
dashing the moisture from his brow, he went on 
in an almost lifeless tone, speaking as though each 
word were wrung from him in utter weariness of 
spirit. 

" Popolo mioj one thing more I have to say to you. 
Lay not down your arms until a confirmation come 
from Spain of all these privileges from the King our 
Sovereign. Trust not the nobles, for they are traitors 
and our enemies. I fear, I fear that what has hitherto 
passed has not much pleased the Viceroy ; yet His 
Majesty will find that he has not lost by it. Only 
some of the nobility, our enemies, have lost by it, those 
ravenous wolves who bought and sold our blood, never 
regarding the Glory of God, the service of His Majesty, 
or the common good of city and of kingdom. Hence- 
forth the temple of the Spanish monarchy shall be 
adorned with the most glorious crown that she has ever 
borne upon her head, and not as in former times now 
happily departed; for when we gave our treasure to 
the King it was eaten and devoured by his grasping 
officers." 

A murmur of dissatisfaction swept across the 
church. 

" Fine words, fine words ! " called out a mocking 
voice from somewhere. And another took up the cry 
and shouted hoarsely : " What is this talk of treasure ! 
Would you, then, have us pay the tribute to yourself, 
you who so glibly prate to us of liberty! By the 
Blessed Bones of the Apostles ! Our Captain-General 
shows his wisdom. Not yet awhile will he take up his 
hook and line, cast on one side the spoils of office. He 
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who has risen does not descend of his own willingness. 
Out of the ruins of our homes is he not building for 
himself a palace in the market-place ! " 

Amid the commotion which ensued, Masaniello was 
leaning over the pulpit gesticulating furiously. It was 
a full five minutes ere his voice became audible above 
the tumult. 

" You are stiff-necked, you are foolish. What other 
interests have I than yours, my people ! Do you not 
wish to keep your freedom, to make it acceptable to the 
King our Sovereign ! " 

Shrill and imperious the words came from him. 

" Citizens of Naples, will you hear me ? There is one 
remedy, one only, for our troubles." 

Some instinct held the crowd and hushed it. Like a 
prophet of old, bearing the golden crucifix extended, his 
right hand raised aloft, his whole being transfigured with 
an unearthly exaltation, Masaniello faced us. I held my 
breath as I gazed at him ; once more here was a leader 
of mankind, an inspired prince of liberty, the ruler of 
the destinies of Naples. Even Salvator Rosa by me 
was shaking in the toils of new enthusiasm. Neither 
before nor since has it fallen to my lot to witness such 
a scene or such a climax. 

" Popolo mioy you must make a harbour of this market- 
place and bridge Spain to Naples " 

He stopped abruptly, for with quick reaction a mighty 
burst of laughter broke out from the multitude. " Bridge 
Spain to Naples ! " Jeer followed jeer ; the sacred 
character of our surroundings was forgotten. A demon 
of derision seemed suddenly to have possessed the 
people. 

" An utterance of some sagacity ! " observed Salvator 
Rosa quietly to Claudia. She did not answer him, but 
pointed softly to the Captain-General. Masaniello was 
crouching huddled in a corner of the pulpit with such a 
look of terror on his countenance as I never hope to 
behold again on human visage. He rose at last, essayed 
to speak, and could not. Then, with the moisture pour- 
ing from his forehead, he managed to control himself. 
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His eyes were blazing with madness and he stuttered, 
yet again there was that about him which compelled 
our silence. The laughter and the jeers died in a 
murmur. 

" Popolo mio, let me speak that I may ease my con- 
science. You know to what a state you were reduced 
by the many taxes, impositions, and tyrannies which 
base traitors and enemies of your country put upon you. 
You could not even enjoy the fruits of our bountiful and 
blessed earth by reason of the gabelle v^hich these usurers 
and publicans wrung out of our bodies. And to-day, by 
the grace of God and of our Lady of the Carmine, whose 
image I wear upon my bosom, you see yourselves revel- 
ling in plenty and abundance without either taxes or 
tax-gatherers." 

He paused and a convulsive sob burst from him. 
Clenching his fists he screamed out wildly — 

" But who is it that has given you these blessings ? 
Who is it that has delivered you from the oppressor if 
not I, even I, who have flinched from neither pain nor 
danger that you might have freedom? And how do 
you propose to use me in return, ungrateful traitors ! 
After all the services which I have faithfully rendered 
you, after all the benefits with which I loaded you, what 
is the reward that you would give me ? To-day, deser- 
tion and betrayal ; to-morrow, death : for I most truly 
know that ere long you will deprive me of my life. I 
feel, popolo mioj that death is not far distant from me. 
I have dreamt that Vesuvius itself has turned against 
me, and has belched up on me a consuming torrent. 
But I pray the Christ on this my crucifix to pardon you ; 
so, ungrateful murderers and traitors, do I bless you — 
yes, five times for the five wounds of Christ, and seven 
times for His seven rejoicings, even more generous still, 
nine times for His nine mysteries." 

With a clatter the cross fell from his fingers. He 
gave a terrible laugh, and suddenly, without warning, 
commenced to strip the clothing from his body. 

"Look at my breast, my arms, my thighs, and see 
how little flesh there is upon them, how the skin 
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barely covers the bones which I have devoted to your 



service." 



Naked he leapt about the pulpit, striking his body 
with his hands and laughing madly. Ere his hearers 
had recovered from their stupefaction he had rushed 
down the steps communicating with the convent. With 
a peal of demoniac mirth he vanished. The obscenity 
of his final gesture had been such that not a man or 
child or woman but made the sign of the cross involun- 
tarily. 

'* Kuno," said Claudia faintly, then dropped upon her 
knees beside me. Scarce knowing what I did, I followed 
her example. No sooner had I raised my head than 
I perceived that the entire multitude was kneeling. 
Salvator Rosa himself was praying silently. And 
then with a sudden sense of shock I became aware 
that the Cardinal Archbishop had returned, and with 
uplifted hand stood on the altar steps. A procession 
carrying the Sacrament entered by another door and 
advanced to the altar, upon which it was again de- 
posited. Taken up by the organ in wave after wave 
of mystic sound, the low melancholy strains of the 
Miserere — half entreating, half desponding — filled the 
building. It died and there was silence. 

"My children," said the Cardinal, "you have seen 
for yourselves what manner of man this is who rules 
the city. He has termed you traitors. What if I 
should prove to you that it is he who has betrayed 
you ? " 

" The Bishop mates ! " croaked suddenly a voice 
close by me. I turned round sharply, knowing it to 
be Don Muzio. But I could not see him, nor did I 
search further, for at that very moment Salvator Rosa 
nudged me and then fumbled at the wall behind him. " I 
expected something of the kind," he whispered. " His 
Eminence can hardly have forgotten that trifling matter 
of the packet. The people will be howling for our blood 
in a few minutes. What matters that or anything? 
Existence without an occasional failure would be in- 
supportable." 
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" You have found the spring ? " said Claudia. " There 
is a secret opening in the wall, Kuno, which leads straight 
into the convent. From there we can make our way down 
to the Mergellina." She caught me by the arm as I was 
on the point of rising in my agitation. " We have plenty 
of time. The Painter-Knights do not desert each other 
in extremities." 

The Cardinal's voice had not ceased speaking, yet so 
confused was I that I heard next to nothing. Now, 
however, it thundered with a stem imperiousness. 

" O Children of the Church, O Citizens of Naples ! 
You have asked for freedom. We have granted it. I 
am your Bishop, the Duke of Arcos is your Viceroy. 
Our Government, indeed, has not been free from error, 
yet has ever ruler of this world been found infallible ! 
Our Viceroy has acknowledged the mistakes of his 
subordinates, in his love for you has even appointed 
a Captain- General of your choosing. Of his own free- 
will he has renewed your charter ; of your free-will, 
distrusting him as I suppose, you have turned aside 
to submit yourselves to the dominion of a madman. 
Which is the greater tyranny: a settled rule or irre- 
sponsibility? Children of Holy Church, I doubt not 
you have learnt a bitter lesson. Even more bitter 
might have been that lesson had I, your Cardinal, 
not been haply here to safeguard you. For know, 
good people, that you have cherished a viper in your 
bosom." 

He strode up to the altar, laid his right hand on the 
Sacred Elements. 

" I, Ascanio Filomarino, Cardinal Archbishop, do here- 
by denounce and accuse of treason to the Faithful People 
Masaniello, Captain-General of this city. Further do I 
denounce and accuse the Company of Painter-Knights, 
and first and foremost Salvator Rosa, known to you 
all as II Signore. For a price you have been sold to 
France, ay, sold unknowingly like beasts of burden.'^ 
He checked the clamour on the instant. " If Spain be 
called a tyranny, what then is the yoke of Mazarin ! " 
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He held out a bundle of papers, a copy of those con- 
tained in the packet, as I instinctively conjectured. But 
I heard no further, for Salvatore rose up stealthily ; a 
door swung open noiselessly behind him. Hardly was 
the massive wall between us and the building we had 
quitted than like the muffled roar of heavy cannon 
the pent-up cry of the fickle and deluded populace 
reverberated. 

" Death to Masaniello ! Death to II Signore ! Death 
to the traitors who have bought and sold us ! " 

Salvator Rosa walked a step along the passage. 

"A near thing, Claudia," he murmured simply. 
"We should do well to rejoin our friends as soon 
as possible." 

But Claudia, flicking at her boyish doublet, stood 
reflecting. 

'* There is Maso," she said, glancing sideways at him. 

Her brother sniffed his scorn. "A madman!" he 
exclaimed. 

" We cannot leave him," answered Claudia. So say- 
ing, she abruptly turned to a flight of steps which passed 
into the convent. 

" Body of a dog ! Who but a woman would be guilty 
of such folly ? " 

Despite the critical nature of our position I could not 
resist a smile at the tone of disgust in which he pro- 
claimed his feelings. 

" To quote one of your proverbs," I said slily, " Savie 
alt impensata^ aUa pensata pazze son le donne. Since it 
was you raised Maso from the gutter " 

He stopped me with an exclamation. We had ascended 
from the deserted cloisters to the loggia which overlooks 
the sea. At the farther end from us, his arms enfolding 
a statue of Saint Elias, was the Captain- General, his body 
still unclothed and naked save for the linen scapulary 
which hung down on his bosom. His eyes were glued 
upon a doorway near him, and he seemed to be address- 
ing some one who to us remained invisible. 

" Tu mi domandiy popolo fedele ! . . . Eccomi, eccomi!^* 
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Seeing no more than another manifestation of his 

madness, we crept forward. 

^^ Ingratiy traditori! . . . Popolo diletto!^* 

There was the crack of an arquebus, and with those 

words upon his lips Masaniello slid slowly from the 

statue and fell lifeless. A burst of brutal merriment 

rang down the loggia. 



CHAPTER XXXII 

ADDIO, NAPOLl! 

There was no need for a second glance to tell us that 
the body lying there, with the look of unimaginable 
anguish sculptured on its features, had passed beyond 
the possibility of human aid or intervention. With 
terrible and overwhelming suddenness the Cardinal 
had triumphed. In the shock of the moment, in the 
knowledge of our danger, we stood petrified. Had we 
moved further, or betrayed our presence, still, as the 
merest chance would have it, unsuspected, we must 
infallibly have likewise perished. For even while 
unseen, yet seeing, we crouched at the comer of the 
loggia in horror-stricken stupefaction, another shot, a 
third, a fourth, resounded above the savage laughter 
of the murderers. The bleeding, prostrate figure 
seemed to shudder at the impact in one last muscular 
convulsion. 

Claudia beside me, white and rigid, flung me a look 
which roused me into being. Heaven alone may say of 
what foolhardiness I should not in another instant have 
been guilty. Only just in time did the restraining hand 
of II Signore hold me. 

" Back — back," he whispered sharply. " The man is 
dead. There is an end of it." 

Burning with vengeance though we might be, his 
touch and words recalled us to our senses. With 
a fixed and unnatural look upon her face, Claudia 
retreated softly to the staircase. "The man is 
dead," she murmured, and her tone was metallic in 
its hardness. 

Cautiously and noiselessly we followed her as she 
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descended. Resistance was impossible. With the 
death of Masaniello what remained to us ? The Car- 
dinal had played his last move on the chess-board. 

In the comparative security of the deserted cloisters 
reigned a tranquil peace and solemn silence. It seemed 
hard to believe that in the loggia above us so grim 
a tragedy had been enacted. Instinctively from behind 
the shelter of the columns we gazed upwards, as though 
to recall and impress indelibly upon our memories the 
details of the scene which we had quitted. Then sud- 
denly a rude jest met our ears, and we recoiled half 
shuddering into the shadows. 

With a grating chuckle Salvator Rosa turned to us. 
"I have a mind to note the faces of these gentle- 
men. You will await me here, good sister, and you, 
Kuno." He vanished as he spoke in the direction of 
the staircase. 

His voice so jarred upon me that I could have struck 
him. Claudia neither made reply nor paid attention, 
yet every moment of delay must surely render the 
problem of our flight more difficult. My patience was 
at its lowest ebb when, after an interval which seemed 
an age, we saw him once more sauntering towards us; 
the brutal clamour of the now departing assassins in 
the distance vied with apprehension as to the still 
unfinished crisis in the church itself in coming near 
to totally unnerve me. Had it not been, indeed, for 
Claudia, I should have been tempted to make a reckless 
dash into the open, content to die fighting to the last 
in the face of innumerable odds, or by sheer strength 
of wrist to cut myself away from the accursed city. 
The very calmness of Claudia during those minutes 
of waiting only served to exasperate me even further. 
Nor did the almost nonchalant manner in which her 
brother finally approached us tend to allay in any 
degree my irritation. 

^^ PestaT* he cried. "Wherefore this choleric and 
heated aspect, Kuno? A melancholy visage would 
become you better." 
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I started slightly, for he had raised his voice to 
a dangerous pitch, and he clapped me on the back, 
guffawing. 

" By Holy Saint Elias ! It will take me all my time 
to make a man of you. Did I not tell you I was U 
Signore ? " 

"I do not dispute it," I said drily. "Still, you 
forget that I am as yet in ignorance of your arrange- 
ments. There may be wisdom in delay. I know 
not. But I understood you to make mention of the 
Mergellina." 

He merely laughed the more at this, and instead of 
answering, addressed himself to Claudia. 

" They went out by the way they entered, taking the 
body with them. The Captain-General was headless 
when they finished with him. What will you? To 
grieve over such a thing would be a waste of sentiment. 
The man was mad; it was the one possible dramatic 
solution of the problem." 

'* He might have been our king," said Claudia quietly. 
" He bore himself right nobly in a crisis as wondrous 
as any in the whole history of humankind. Posterity 
at least will speak without fear or favour, and declare 
that Viceroy and Cardinal alike cut but a sorry 
figure beside the fisher-boy whom they betrayed 
and slew." 

She spoke with a degree of feeling which caused 
her brother to glance up into her face as though 
astonished. 

"Well, well," he said at last. "I will not argue. 
Yesterday a champion of Liberty, to-day a tyrant, 
to-morrow a headless trunk, to be dragged about the 
streets by the very children in derision. Such was 
Masaniello, prince and fisherman. And yet the man 
was mad, and, as I say, there was no other ending 
possible. Had he but proved different I" He pulled 
at his beard reflectively. ^^ Caperi! A ten days' 
monarch ! Were I not II Signore, who knows but that 
I might have chosen some such destiny." And he 



Addio, Napoli! 317 

repeated slowly : " How like you this for the beginning 
of an elegy ? 

" * E muorto chi lo nobile ha smaccato, 
E muorto chi ha cresciuto le panelle, 
E muorto chi have strutto le gabelle, 
E muorto chi no regno ha sconcertato.' 

A trifle halting perhaps, and barely worthy of my 
genius, yet — That reminds me, sister. Four in 
number are the murderers of Maso, for with these 
eyes I saw them. Inscribe their names upon the 
tablets of your memory — Carlo Cattaneo, Carlo 
Cocozza, Andrea Rama, and Angelo Ardizzone: in 
deathless verse I will perpetuate the record of their 
infamy." 

He was blustering on, when I succeeded at length in 
making myself audible. A roar as of a multitude 
without had reached us. 

" Meanwhile, I may venture to suggest, that even 
deathless verse is a secondary consideration when our 
own safety is in question. To be torn in pieces " 

My sarcastic, if not angry, tone aroused him. 

" Pesta I " he interrupted. " I had wellnigh for- 
gotten. But you need have no fear, Kuno. I had 
foreseen to-day's proceedings. The Company awaits 
us in a house I know of. It will go hard with those 
who would molest us during our progress to the Mer- 
gellina. Did I not say that I was 11 Signore?" He 
smiled as he observed the look almost of incredulity 
which I bestowed upon him. " Come 1 " he cried ; and 
seizing Claudia by one arm, and striking me heavily on 
the shoulder with the other, he ran forward. 

So swiftly did he go, to such a state of irritation 
had he brought me, that it is no exaggeration to say 
that I was positively gasping with amazement when a 
few seconds later I found myself standing beside him 
in a narrow, obscure street situated somewhere to the 
rearward of the convent. The blank and dismal wall 
through which we had passed exhibited no sign of an 
opening or doorway ; the road itself, though I guessed 
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it to be in the immediate vicinity of the Porta del 
Carmine, was totally unknown to me. 

'' You are not half acquainted with our secrets, 
Kuno/' was the remark of Claudia. And to this day 
I have never learnt the trick of the exit which Salvator 
Rosa utilised to such good purpose. I no longer 
wondered at his overweening confidence ; if he could 
accomplish nothing like an ordinary mortal, at least I 
can say this of him, that his most whimsical schemes 
were based and planned on a system of careful calcula- 
tion. The mystery of our escape that morning may 
have baffled me, as indeed I have some reason to 
believe — she ever maintained a most quaint reticence 
upon the subject — it may have baffled Claudia. One 
thing alone is certain : that on a subsequent investi- 
gation, upon which I entered privily during my visit to 
Naples in the spring of 1659, I failed entirely, whether 
by inquiry or sounding, to detect the existence of the 
secret entrance to the convent 

Monastic brethren, indeed, are not wont to yield up 
easily such matters. It was enough that we were 
hurrying upon our way to the appointed rendezvous 
of the Compagnia. In that desolated quarter not a 
soul was stirring : I reflected with a grim complaceiM:y^ 
that the position of affairs was doubtless far otherwise 
in the Mercato. 

We reached an alley leading off a thoroughfare which, 
in its architectural details, was strangely reminiscent 
of the Rua Toscana. In the whirl of the moment I had 
lost all count of direction or locality, but here it was 
that Salvator Rosa paused, and knocking softly at a 
door in a fashion obviously prearranged, gruffly com- 
manded us to stay without and entered. 

I turned to Claudia for explanation. Her face was 
heated, her attitude suggestive of pent-up excitement. 

'* I wonder if you will ever understand my brother," 
she exclaimed. "We might have effected our escape 
unnoticed had it not been for that dramatic instinct 
which so often overpowers him. For my part I would 
have accepted our defeat in silence — at all events until 
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occasion offers for the renewal of our efforts. But that 
was never the way with Salvatore. Failure or success 
to him mean nothing. All he craves for is sensation. 
May Heaven grant that no further miscalculation impede 
our progress to the Mergellina. Prepared though we 
were for what has happened, a hundred accidents may 
have conspired against us. Take Masaniello for an 
instance. Who could have possibly foretold his tragic 
ending ? Had we been five minutes earlier " 

She broke off abruptly in a sob. " Rest ! Rest ! He 
needed nothing save repose and quiet. In a week he 
would have been himself again." 

I may have felt a trifle doubtful as to this, but as 
it happened I was spared the necessity of expressing 
an opinion whether one way or the other. For the 
door had once more opened, and Salvator Rosa stood 
before us. 

" It is well," he cried, with a dramatic gesture, raising 
his naked sword aloft to heaven. *' Come, comrades of 
the Company of Death. Let your voices be heard in 
praise of Liberty, that Naples may know the nature of 
the gift we gave her, the gift which she abandons for 
the chains of servitud^." 

One by one the Painter-Knights were emerging from 
the building. First came Falcone bearing a banner 
upon whose silken folds were cunningly embroidered a 
pair of laughing amorini engaged in disporting them- 
selves with a newly severed and still bleeding human 
head as plaything. The others followed — Coppola, 
Spadaro, the brothers Francanzano. All the familiar 
faces now roused at last from lethargy, and alive to 
the peril which encircled them should they remain in 
Naples. Flight had become the inevitable conse- 
quence of failure, yet in the demeanour of these strange 
comrades was visible no symptom of despondency. 
Was there not Rome for refuge, Florence, Venice, 
Genoa — a hundred cities where such craftsmanship as 
theirs would be received with honour. Two score and 
ten in number, armed each with an arquebus, his sword 
beside him in its scabbard, reckless, defiant, heedless 
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of the past and careless of the future, the Painter- 
Knights formed up in solid phalanx. 

At la signal from Salvator Rosa the compact mass 
divided, closed up about us as its centre. The banner 
unfurled, and waving proudly, took up its stand by 
Claudia. From every throat rang out the chant of 
Liberty. 

And so began that fantastic progress through the 
teeming hostile city, the almost triumphant retreat of 
those who in reality were vanquished. Melodramatic, 
theatrical bravado though it might be, there was that 
in it which extorted my admiration as I understood 
how thoroughly II Signore had gauged the craven, 
half-hearted temper of his countrymen. More and 
more was it borne upon me that but for the criminal 
folly of the Viceroy the horrors of the revolution might 
have been averted. A handful of resolute men, a timely 
concession at the outset 

" Death to the traitors ! Death to the betrayers ! " 
Yelling and leaping around us were the lazzaroni, 
yet the slow chant of Liberty had never wavered. 
Deprived of a leader, without unity or cohesion, the 
natural cowardice of the Southern nature found its 
legitimate vent in execration rather than in action. 
The sight of the arquebuses ready primed and loaded, 
the steady determination of our advance, the very un- 
concern of our demeanour, seemed to have paralysed 
the multitude. Like sheep without a shepherd, they 
flowed this way, that way, reviling, screaming, yet not 
daring to attack us. 

" My God ! " Said I, in bitterness of spirit. ** In truth 
such men as these were made for servitude." 

Salvator Rosa by me paused in his singing sud- 
denly. 

" They lack a Captain-General," was his answer. 
" And the lazzaroni are — the lazzaroni. If His Emi- 
nence were present to encourage them, we might meet 
with more heroic entertainment. But doubtless His 
Eminence has no desire to increase the sum of his 
embarrassments. You forget that I am II Signore. 
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Were I killed or captured there would be sorrow in the 
Courts of Europe." 

Impatient of his boastfulness, I shrugged my shoulders 
with a tinge of sarcasm. The gesture was lost on him, 
for a shower of stones and missiles rained unexpectedly 
upon us. Had but the mob been armed as we were, 
matters indeed would have gone hardly with us. 
Whether by chance, however, in apprehension of a 
further popular rising in the city, or acting upon some 
diplomatic suggestion of the Cardinal, the more respect- 
able citizens, who since the issue of one of Masaniello's 
edicts had alone been privileged to carry iBrearms, were 
secluded within the shelter of their dwelling-houses, the 
casements of which were for the most part securely 
barred against contingencies. The mob arrayed against 
us consisted of none save the lowest members of the 
lazzaroni, and it needed no more than a momentary halt 
and a pretence of retaliatory violence to put an end to 
the annoyance. Salvator Rosa was imperturbable. 

** Let them be," he shouted gaily. '* Not for the first 
time do I face a hostile audience. Once when I im- 
provised a satirical ode on brigandage at Agerola, my 
good friends the bandits who composed my listeners, 
not content with hurling the. unsavoury remnants of 
their dinner at me — broth, macaroni, and what not — " 
He stopped abruptly. "Come, noble comrades, and 
leave these yelping curs to mourn our absence. To the 
Mergellina ! Forward ! " 

Occupied as I had been in attempting to shield 
Claudia from the volley of stones we had encountered, 
I failed at first to perceive the reason for this sudden 
alteration in his manner. Then I became aware that 
my companions were crossing themselves, and that 
the Chant of Liberty had ceased. Hanging from the 
upper window of a building near us was a naked, 
headless body ; impaled upon a wooden spike above it 
was a human head with that same horrible expression 
on its features which I had seen upon the dying face of 
Masaniello. With a shudder I twitched the sleeve of 
Salvatore. 
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"The Captain-General," I cried, making myself heard 
with difficulty above the redoubled hooting of the 
populace. " We cannot leave his body like this to be 
a sport for these foul wretches." 

" And why not ? " he retorted brutally. " Mark me, 
I know these lazzaroni. To-morrow the pnce of bread 
will be raised, the taxes will be reimposed. The 
humour of the populace will be changed accordingly. 
Never will Viceroy or Prince be borne to the grave as 
will be Masaniello. His sins will be laid at my door, 
bis very acts of insanity forgotten. Honoured by a 
weeping people who are little likely to find another 
leader bold enough to head them, honoured even by the 
Church which rarely refuses outward show of honour 
to the men she has destroyed, that mangled body which 
you see there will be carried in funereal pomp to its 
last resting-place. Liberty will lie upon the bier they 
follow, for the Spanish tyranny will have closed once 
more upon the starving city. Who am I that I should 
interfere with destiny, rob that poor bleeding corpse of 
its last honours." 

His face was aflame with a wild enthusiasm as he 
finished. With a cry of " faster," he burst again into 
the Chant of Liberty. 

How his fantastic prediction came after all to pass is 
known to every one ; how, while the insurrection which 
derived its name from Masaniello endured but for ten 
days, the war and revolution which succeeded it lasted 
for nine months without order, discipline, or principles ; 
how bread grew dearer, how the hated gabelle were 
imposed anew ; how by a quick revulsion, when it was 
too late, the body was disinterred from the ditch 
between the Porta del Carmine and the Porta Nolana 
into which it had been flung; how, stinking as it was, 
CO A puzzolente com 'era^ the head sewn on and the body 
placed upon a litter, the corpse was carried in procession 
by a countless throng of those who had been his 
followers and slew him. First went a hundred boys of 
the conservatorio of Loreto, then the brothers of the 
convents to the number of four hundred, and then the 
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body of the fisherman dictator wrapped in a white 
shroud so draped that all might catch a glimpse of the 
familiar, once-loved features. Over forty thousand men 
and women followed, telling their beads or singing the 
"Santissimo Rosario" in trust that the brave soul of 
the departed might find peace. Out of every lane and 
alley in the swarming city they had poured forth to bid 
farewell to their defender, to the one man who in many 
generations had striven to teach them that they were 
not slaves but citizens. On the left hand of the high 
altar in the Church of the Carmine they left him; 
surely in the very words of Salvator Rosa never had 
Prince or Viceroy been borne to the grave as was this 
fisher-lad, Tommaso Aniello, ten days' king of Naples. 

" Viva il Cardincde ! Viva il Duca d' Areas ! " 

We stood upon the foreshore of the Mergellina, 
slowly embarking upon the vessel which signified the 
ruin of our hopes and aspirations. Lining the hillside, 
threatening and cursing, were the lazzaroni, now hurl- 
ing stones upon us, now cowering for shelter as we 
raised our arquebuses. The last to step aboard was 
Salvatore. 

''Addio, Napoli!" he cried, and gave the order to 
weigh anchor. With one accord the Company of Death 
saluted him, with sword uplifted. There were tears 
upon the face of old Falcone. 

" Death to the traitors ! " The cry was wafted across 
the waters, the last defiance of the deluded people. 

"What after all is Liberty!" I said despairingly. 

There was a roar of merriment from II Signore. 
" Body of a dog ! If we have lost the game, they have 
not won it. Confusion to conspiracies." He sat down 
by a pile of canvases and fondled them. '*See here. 
The head of Masaniello." And he held the painting 
up for my inspection. 

The men were singing softly at their oars, the sun 
was shining, everywhere reigned peace and happiness. 
Only in the city we had quitted the passions of 
humankind had turned the garden of the earth into a 
wilderness. 
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''You seem to forget that we have ceased to be 
conspirators." 

The voice was the voice of Claudia laughing through 
its tearfulness. 

Hand in hand we stood at the vessel's stern and 
gazed in silence at the fast-receding city. One feature 
alone arrests the eye as it wanders over this intricate 
mass of balconies and house-fronts — the Torrione del 
Carmine, so fraught with memories of joy and sadness. 
And then the vessel turns her course a little, and the 
city yields to the wide, fertile plain out of which the 
huge bulk of Mount Vesuvius rears itself, dark and 
towering, a blood-red vapour resting like a cloud above 
it. The singing of the rowers had grown in intensity 
and passion. In swelling chorus the old refrain was 
floating heavenwards — 

" O dolce Napoli, 
O suol beato I " 

The flood of melody ceased suddenly, then rose once 
more in a slow, lingering lament of mournfulness — 

" Addio, Napoli ! » 



THE END 
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Re489ue in SMUmg VoUtmes neL 

Vioo, Profl Flint. 

HoBBn, . . . Prot Groom Boberteon 

Hun, Prot Knicdit. 

Spotosa, Prineipel Oetrd. 

Baoov: Pert L, Prof. NichoL 

Baoov: Pertll., . . . . Prot NidioL 
Looks, .... Prot Oempbell 



FOREIGN CLASSICS FOR ENGLISH READERS. Edited by 

Mrs OLIPHANT. Cbiap Rb-shub. In limp doth, foap. 8vo, prioe Is. 
each net. 



Daxtb, hj the Bditor. ~ VoLTAnui, 
\j General Ettr B. B. Hemley. K.O.B. 
~- Famoal, by Prineipel Tolloon. ~- Pn- 
nuBon, bj Henry Beere. O.B.— GonsHS, 
by A fierward, Q.O.— MoliAbs, by the 
Bditor and F. Tunrer, M.A— MoMTAion, 
by Ber. W. L. Collins.— Ribblau, by Sir 
welter Besant. ~ Oaldbbob, by B. J. 
HaselL— Saibt Simob, by 0. W. Collins. 



Obbtabtbs, by the Bditor.— Cobbbillb 
ABD Raoibb, by Henry M. Trollope.^ 
Mapamb dm SinoBi, by Miss Thaueiay. 
— La Fobtaibb. abd othbr Fbbbgh 
Fabulzstb, by Rer. W. Lneas Collins, 
M.A — BcHiiiAB, by James Sime, M.A 
— Tasso, by B. J. Hasell.— Roubsbau, 
by Henry Grey Graham. — Alibbd 
Mussbt, by C. F. OUphant. 



ANCIENT CLASSICS FOR ENGLISH READERS. Edited by 

the Rbv. W. LUCAS COLLINS, M.A. Cbbap Rb-zbtob. In limp doth, 
foap. 8to, price Is. each net. 




Oenttmii 9j fk« fliriti.— HoMBBi Iliad, 
by the Bditor.— Hombb: Odtssbt, by the 
Bditor.— Hbbodotos,^ G. C. Swayne.— > 
Oaub, ^ Anthony TroUope.— VaoiL. by 
the Bditor. — Hobaob, by Sir llieoaore 
Martin.— AwBTLUs, by Bishop Oopleston. 
— Zbbopbob, by Sir Alex. Grant.— <)iobbo, 
by the Bditor.— Sopboolbs, by C. W. Col- 
lins.— Plibt. by Bey. A Chnroh and W. J. 
Brodr ibb.— BuBiPiDBS, by W. B. Ikmne.— 
Jtttbbai. by B. Walltord. — Abistophahbb, 
by the Beitor.—HBSieB abd Tbboobib, by 



J. DaTits.— >Plai)tdb abd Tbbbbob, by ths 
Bditor. — Taoitds, by W. B. Donne.- 
LudAB, by the Bditor.— Plato, by C. W. 
Ctollins. — Gbbbk Abthologt, t^ Lend 
NeaTss.- LxTT, by the Bditor.— ChriD, by 
Bey. A Chnreh. — Catullus, Tibullus, 
ABD Pbopbbtiub, by J. Dayus. — ^Dbmos- 
THBirBB, by W. J. Brodribb.— AmnrroTLB, 
by Sir A1«L Grant.— Tsuotdidbb, by the 
Bditor.— LuoBBTXUS, by W. H. Mallook.— 
PiBDAB, by Bey. F. I>. Moriee. 



OATALOOUE 



MESSBS BLACKWOOD & SONS' 

P UBLICATI0N8. 



-»^ 



ACTA SANOTORUM HIB£RNI£ ; Ex Oodioe SalmantdcensL 

Nnno primnm Int^pre •ditia open Oaboli di Biodt et Jobsphi ds Baoksb, • 
Soe. Jmu, Hftgiomphorom Bolluidla&omm ; Anotora et Smnntiui Luglente 
JoAxvs Patricio llABCHioNs Bothas. In One lumdBome 4to Volome, bound in 
half roxborghe, £S, Sa.; in paper oorer, 81s. 6d. 

ADAMSON. The Development of Modem Philosophy. With 

other Lectures and Essays. By Robert Adamson, LL.D., late Professor of 
Logic in the University of Olasgow. Edited by Professor W. B. BorliTi Uni- 
versity of Cambridge. In 2 vols, demy 8vo, 18s. net. 

AFLALO. A Sketch of the Natural Historv (Yertehrates) of 

the British Islands. By F. G. Aflaia, F.B.G.S., F.Z.8., Author of < A Sketch 
of the Natoral History of Australia, Ac With numarooa lUnstittlons by Lodgt 
and Bennett. Grown 8yo, 6b. net. 

AIKMAN. Mannres and the Principles of Manuring. By 0. M. 

AiKXAV, D.8e.. F.B.S.B^ Ac, fsrmerly ProfiBflflor of Ghemiitry, Glasgow 
Veterinwy Oollege, and Examiner in Chemistryi Uniyenity of Giaigow, Im. 
Second Impression. Grown 8vo, 6s. 6d. 

Farmyard Manure : Its Nature, Composition, and Treatment. 

Grown 8vo, Is. 6d. 

ALISON. 

History of Europe. By Sir Abghibald Alison, Bart. D.O.L. 
1. From the Commencement of the French Beyolution to 

the Battle of Waterloo. 

LmRART Bditiov, 14 voli., with Portraiti. Demy 8tO| A10, lOi. 
Ahothxr Bdriov, in SO vols, csrown 8to, A6. 
PnoPLs's Bdriov. 18 voli. erown 8vo, AS, Hi. 

S. Continuation to the Accession of liouis Napoleon. 

LiRRART Bditior, 8 Toli. 8to, £6, 7l. 6d. 
Proplr'i BDinoH^vola. csrown Sra 84a. 

Epitome of Alison's History of Europe. Thirtieth Thou- 
sand, 7l. 6d. 

Atlas to Alison's History of Europe. By A. Keith Johnston. 

LiRRART Bditioh, dsmy 4to, £8, Sa. 
Proplr's BDinoH, Sis. 6d. 

ANCIENT CLASSICS FOR ENGLISH READEBS. Edited 

by Bev. W. Lucas Gollou, M.A. Price Is. eadh net. For JAtt c/ Folt. ass p. S. 

ANDERSON. Matriculation Roll of St Andrews UniTersity. 

Edited by J. Maitlanr Andrrsoii. In 1 veL demy 8vo. [1% tike pren. 
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ANNALIST. Musings without Method : A Record of 1900 and 

IML By AHVALitT. Large crewn Sre, 78. 0d. 

ATKINSON. Local Qoyemment in Scotland. By Mabel 

▲TKimoH, M.A. In 1 yoL Aemy 8to, 12s. 6d. n«t. 

AYTOUN. 

Lays of the Scottish Oavaliers, and other Poems. By W. 

■DMO MH w ouMB Attouv, D.O.L.^ProfiBMor of Bhetotie ud BeQM-LetlrM in ttifl 
UniTcnity of ■dlnboxgh. New iBdlttoa. Foap. 8to, Si. M. 
Ohbap Iditioh. la. Oloth, la. Sd. 

An niustrated Edition of the Lays of the Scottish Oayaliers. 

ftom daalgna by Sir Moxl Patov. Gheaper Sdltkm. BmaU 4to, lOa. 6d. 

BANKS. The Ethics of Work and Wealth. By D. C. Banks. 

Grown Svo, te. net. 

BARBOUR Thoughts from the Writings of R W. Babboub. 

Pott 8to, limp leather, 8a. 0d. net. 

BARCLAY. A New Theory of Organic Evolution. By Jahss 

W. B^BOLAT. In 1 yol. crown Sro, Sa. 6a. net. 

BARRINGTON. 

The King's FooL By Michabl Baeeington. Crown 8vo, 6s. 
The Reminiscences of Sir Barrington Beaumont, Bart 

A Novel. Orown Sve, 68. 

BBLLESHEIM. History of the Catholic Church of Scotland. 

ftom the introdnetion of OhriatianitT to the Preaent Day. By ALPHom Bsl* 
TiMHaiiff, D.D.I Canon ol Aix-la-GhapeUe. Tranalated, with Notea and AdditlonB, 
by D. OawALD Hniim Blair, O.S.B., Monk of Fort Aognatoa. Ohaap Bdltion. 
Oomplete In 4 rola. demy Sto, with M apa. Price Sla. net. 

BLACKBURN. A Burgher Quixote. By Dofglas Blackbubn, 

Author of * Prinsloo of Frinsloosdeip.' Second Impression. Witii Frontispiece. 
Grown 8vO| 68. 

BLACKWOOD. 

Annals of a Publishing House. William Blackwood and his 

Sons ; ^eir Magaxine and Friends. By Mrs Oliphast. With Four PortraitB. 
Third Edition. Demy Sro. Vols. I. and IL £8, Ss. 

Annals of a Publishing Housa Vol. m. John Blackwood 

By his Daughter Mrs Blackwood Pobtib. With 8 Portraits and View of Strath* 
tymm. Demy Svo, Sla. Chkap Edition. Demy 8vo, 7s. 6d. 

Bl8U)kwood's Magazine, from Commencement in I8I7 to 

October 1904. Noa. 1 to 1068, forming 176 Volnmea. 

Tales from Blackwood. First Series. Price One Shilling each, 

in P^per Ooyer. Sold aeparately at all Bailway Bookatalla. 

lliey may also be had bonnd in 18 vols., doth, 18a. Half calf, richly gilt, 80b. 
Or the 18 Tola, in 6, rozbnrghe, 81a. Half red morocco, S8a. 

Tales from Blackwood. Second Series. Complete in Twenty- 

four Shilling Parte. Handsomely bonnd in 18 Yola.2Cloth, SOs. In leather back, 
rozbnrghe able, 87a. 6d. Half calf, gilt, 68a. 6d. Half morocco, 66a. 

Tales from Blsuskwood. Third Series. Complete in Twelre 

Shilling Parte. Handaomely bonnd in 6 yola.. elotii, 16a.: and in 18 Tola, cloth, 
18a. The 6 Yola. in rozbnrghe 81a. Half calf, 86a. Half nuHrocoo, 88a. 

Travel, Adventure, and Sport. From * Blsuskwood's Magazine. 

IJniform with * Talea from Blackwood.' In Twelve Parts, eadh price la. Hand- 
aomely bonnd in 6 yola., cloth, 168. And in half calf; Kta. 

New Ednoational Series, i^tit ieparate SdueatumiU CaUU^^^. 



William Blackwood & Sons. 
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BLACKWOOD. 

New Uniform Series of Novels (Copyright). 

Grown 8vo, oloth. Price 8b. 6d. e»Ch. Now ready >- _ 



WxKDXBHOLMx. By P. O. Hunertoii. 
Thx Stobt of MABOBiDXL. By D. Btorrar 

Meldram. 
Miss Mabjobib^nks. By Mrs OUphant. 
Tsn PsBPSTUAL OuBATB, and Thb Bbotob 

By the Same. 
Salbm Ohapxl, and Thb Dootob'b Family. 

By the Same. 
A BuisiTiva Plaht. By B. D. Gerard. 
IiADT Lbx'b Widowhood. By General Sir 

B. B. Hamley. 
Katix BtswabTi and other Stories. By Mrs 

Oliphant. 
VALXMTiinB AXD HIS Bbothxb. By the Same. 
Som AHD Dauohtkbs. By the Same. 



Mabmobnb. By P. O. Hamerton. 
Rbata. By B. D. Gerard. 
BkoaAB MT NnoHBOUB. By the Same. 
Thb Watxbs of Hxbouijbs. By the Same. 
Faib TO SxB. By L. W. M. Lockhart 
Mutx is Thinx. By the Same. 
DouBLXS AND QuiTS. By the Same. 
Altiora Pxto. By Lanrenee Oliphant. 
PiooADiLLT. By the Same. WithDlnstra- 

tions. 
Ladt Babt. By D. Gerard. 
Thb Blacksmith OF Vox. By Panl Onshing. 
Mr Tbivial Lifb axd Mufobtuhb. By ▲ 

Plain Woman. 
PooB Nbllib. By the Same. 



Standard Novels. Uniform in 

complete in one Volume. 



size and binding. Each 



FLORIN SERIES, Dlnstrated 

Tom Obibolx's Loe. By Michael Scott. 
Thb Gbitisx of thx Mipox. By the Same. 
Otbil Thobhton. By Gaptaln Hamilton. 
Abnals of thb P4BIBH. By John Gait. 
Thb PbovosTjAc By the Same. 
Sib Andrbw Wtlib. By the Same. 
Thb Bntail. By the Same. 
Miss MoLLT. By Beatrice May Bntt. 
Bbgihald Daltoh. By J. G. Lockhart. 



Boards. Bound in Oloth, Ss. 6d. 

Pbn Owbb. By Dean Hook. 

Adam Blaib. By J. O. Lockhart. 

Ladt Lbb's Widowhood. ByOeBeialSirB. 

B. Hamley. 
Salbm Ohafbl. By Mrs Oliphant. 
Thb Pbbpbtual Cubatb. By the Same. 
Miss Mabjobibanxb. By the Same. 
JoHB I A Lore Story. By the Sam*. 



SHILLING SERIES, Dlnstrated Ooyer. Bound In Oloth, Is. M. 



Thb Bxotob, and Thb Dootob's Family. 

By Mrs Oliphant. 
Thb Lifb of Mabsib Waugh, By D. M. 

Moir. 

PXHINSULAB SOBNBS AHD SkBTCHBS. By 

F. Hardman. 



SiB Fbibxlb 
ftc. 

Thx SXTBALTBBB. 

Lifb nr thb Fab Wbbt. 
Valbbixts: a Roman 
Lockhart. 



Pumpkih, NraHTi at Mbm, 



By G. F. BuztOB. 
Story. By J. G. 



BON GAULTIER'S BOOK OF BALLADS. A new Edition, 

with Autobiographical Introduction by Sir Thxodobb Mabtin, K.O.B. With 
Illustrations by Doyle, Leech, and CrowquiU. Small quarto, 58. net 

BOWHILL. Questions and Answers in the Theory and Practice 

of Military Topography. By Mi^or J. H. Bowhill. Grown 8yo, 4i. 6d. net 
Portfolio containing 34 workmg plans and diagrams, 8s. Od. net. 



BBOWN. The Forester : A Practical Treatise on the Planting 

and Tending of Forest-trees and the General Management of Woodlands. By 
Jambs Bbowh, LL.D. Seventh Edition, Enlarged. Bdited by JohbNisbbt, D.(Be., 
Author of ' British Forest Trees,' Ac. In 8 yols. royal 8yo, with 850 Illustra- 
tions. In preparation. 488. net. 

BROOKS. Daughters of Desperation. By Hildegabd Bbooks. 

Small crown Sro, 5s. net. 

• 

BRUCE. Our Heritage: Individual, Social, and Religious. By 

W. S. Bbuck, D.D., Croall Lecturer for 1908. Crown Svo, 2s. 6d. net. 

BUCHAN. The First Things. Studies in the Embryology of 

Religion and Natural Theology. By Bev. John Buohab, John Sjiox Ohuroh, 
Glasgow. Grown Sye, 5s. 



List of Books PuiUshid hj 



BUOHAN. 

The African Colony : Stndies in the Reconstruction. B7J0HK 

Bv«HA«. 1 voL d«my 8to, 15f. net. 

The Watcher by the Threshold, and other Tales. Second Im- 

Orvwn 8y*, 6i. 



BUBBIDGK 

Domestio Florionltwe, Window (hardening, and Floral Deoora- 

Mona. Bdng Piaettad DtrectloM lor the Propagitlon, Onltaw, md AnMMwmaBi 
of PlftBli and flowtn m DoMitlo OnMunttti. 1^ F. W. Bubbowb. Baooad 
■dtMoB. OrowBtvo with iiaaiarou nioilnitloiiiai 71. 9d. 

BURTON. 

The History of Scotland : From Agricola's Inyadon to the 

■xtlsfltloii of the last JaooUta Inaaireetton. Rr Jobv Hill Bustov, D.O.Ii.| 
HJatorlocrapher-Boyal for Sootiland. Ohaapar BAtkm. In 8 fola. OrowB 8¥0| 
ta.M.aaeii! ^ *~ 

The Book-Honter. A New Edition, with specially designed 

Title-page and OoTer by Joanni Bbowv. Printed on antique laid paper. Foal 
8To,Sa.M. 

The Scot Abroad Uniform with 'The Book -Hunter.' Post 

Sre, ts. 6d. 

BUTK 

The Roman Breviary: Reformed by Order of the Holy 

OEeamenieal Oooneil of Tr ent ; Pabliahed by Order of Pope St Pina V. ; and 
Beriaed by Clement VIIL and Urban VIII. ; together with the Offloea ainoa 
granted. Translated ent of Latin inte BngHah by Jomr, MABQunsa of Bun, 
K.T. New Edition, Reyised and Enluged. In 4 Tola, crown Sro, and in 1 toL 
erown 4to. [Inflkeirmt. 

The Altns of St Columba. With a Prose Paraphrase and Notes 

By JoHH, MABQUiaa of Bun, K.T. In paper ooyer, Sa. 6d. 

Sermones, Fratris Adse. Ordinis Prsemonstratensis. ^ 

Twenty-eight Disoonraee of Aoam Scotoe of Whithorn, hitherto onpabliahed ; 
to which ia added a OoUection of Notos by the same, illustratiye of the role of 
St Angoatine. Bdited, at the desire of the late Mabqukss of Bun, K.T., LUD., 
Ac, by Waltbb dk Qrat Biboh, LL.D., F.S.A., ef the British Mnaeom, fte. 
Royal 8vo, S6a. net. 

Catalogue of a Collection of Original MSS. formerly belonging 

to the Holy Office ef the Inquisition in we Canary Islands. Prepared under the 
direction of the late Marquess of Bun, K.T., LL.D., by Walter ds 0r4t 
Biboh, LL.D., F.S.A. 8 vols, royal 8vo, £8, 8s. net. 

BUTE. MACPHAIL, and LONSDALK The Arms of the 

Royal and Parliamentary Burghs ol Scotland. By Johh, MABQimB of Bdtb, 
K.T., J. B. N. Maofhau., and H. W. Lohsdalb. With 181 Bngravinga on 
wood, and 11 other Illnatrationa. Orown 4to. £8, Sa. net. 

BUTE. STEVENSON, Ain> LONSDALR The Arms of the 

Baronial and Police Burghs of Scotland. By Jonr, MABQUxaa of Bun, K.T., 
J. H. Sthtbhboh, and H. W. Lonboalb. With nnmervoa Illnatrationa. Orown 
dto, £8, la. nek 
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BUTT. Miss Molly. ByBEATSiOBMATBuTT. Cheap Edition, So. 
CAXBD. Sermons. By Johk Caibd, D.D., Principal of the 

Univenlty of Olugow. Seyenteenth Thonund. Fcap. 8yo, 68. 

CALDWELL. Schopenhauer's System in its Philosophical Sig- 
nificance (the Shaw Fellowship Lectures, 1893). By William Oaldwkll, M.A.| 
D.Sc., Professor of Moral and Social Philosophy, Northwestern UniTenllqr, 
U.S.A. ; formerly Assistant to the Professor of L^io and Metaphysics, Bdin., 
and Examiner in Philosophy in the University ot St Andrews. Demy 8tO| 
lOs. 6d. net. 

CALLWELL. 

The Effect of Maritime Command on Land Campaigns since 

Waterloo. By Lt.-Ool. G. B. Oallwkll, RG.A. With Flans. Post 8vo, 6i. net. 

Tactics of To-day. Sixth Lnpression. Crown 8yo, 2s. 6d. net. 
CAMPBELL. Balmerino and its Abbey. A Parish History, 

With Notices of the Adjacent District. By Jamxb Campbell, D.D., F.S. A. Scot.. 
Minister of Balmerino ; Author of * A History of the Oeltic Ohnrch in Scotland.^ 
A New Edition. With an Appendix of ninstratiye Docmnents, a Map of the 
Parish, and upwards of 40 lUnstrations. Demy Sro, 80s. net. 

CAREY. 

Monsieur Martin : A Bomance of the Great Northern War. 

By Wtmond Oabbt. Grown 8yo, 6s. 

For the White Rose. Crown 8vo, 6s. 
CARLYLE. A History of Mediaeval Political Theory in the 

West. By B. W. Gablyle, G.I.E., Balliol Gollege, Oxford ; and A. J. Gablylb, 
M.A., Ghaplain and Lecturer (late Fellow) of University Gollege. Oxford. In 8 
vols, demy Svo. Vol. I.— A Histoiy of Political Theory fh>m the Roman Lawyers 
of the Second Gentury to the Political Writers of the Ninth. By A. J. Gabltui. 
15s. net. 

CHESNEY. The Dilemma. By General Sir GEOBas Chbsnxt, 

K.G.B. A New Edition. Grown 8yo, 28. 

CHRONICLES OF WESTERLY. A Provincial Sketch. By 

the Author of ' Golmshire Folk,' ' John Orlebar/ &c New Edition. Grown 8to, 6a. 

CHURCH SERVICE SOCIETY. 
A 




cloth, 4s. ; French moroooo, 0s. 6d. 

Daily Offices for Morning and Evening Prayer thronghont 

the Week. Grown 8to, 88. 6d. 

Order of Divine Service for Children. Issued hy the Ohnrch 

Service Sodety. With Scottish HymnaL Gloth, 8d. 

CLIFFORD. 

Sally : A Study ; and other Tales of the Outskirts. By Hugh 

OunroBD, G.M.G. Grown Svo, 6s. 

Bush -Whacking, and other Sketches. Second Impression. 

Grown Svo, 6s. 



8 List 0/ Bo0ks PfMiskid by 

OLODD. Thomas Henry Hozlev. '* Modem English Writers." 

Bj lowA&D Oloi»d. Orvwn 8yo, Si. dd. 

CaX)XJBTON. 

The Lanatdc at Larga By J. Stobxb Cloustok. Fourth 

InynMiOB. Grown 8to, Os. Psoplb*! BditioHi royal 8to, M. 

The Adventures of M. DTCaricot. Second Impression. Crown 

Our Lady's Inn. Crown 8yo, 6s. 
Garmiscath. Crown 8yo, 6s. 

COLLINB. 

A Scholar of his College. By W. K W. Colldts. Crown 

8to, •■. 

The Don and the Undergraduate. A Tale of St Hilary's 

OoUage, Oxford. Second Inpieasion. Grown 8to, 6i. 

Episodes of Rural Life. Crown Svo 6s. 

CONRAD. 

Lord Jim. A Tale. By Joseph Conbad, Author of *The 

Nigger of the Nftrdssiu/ 'An Ontoatt of the Islands,' 'Tales of Unrest^' fte. 
Beeond Impression. Grown Svo, 6s. 

Touth : A Narrative ; and Two other Stories. Second Im- 
pression. Grown 8to, 6s. 

COOPER. Liturgy of 1637. commonly called Laud's Liturgy. 

Bdited by the Rev. Professor Coopbb, D.D., Glasgow. In 1 yoL crown Sv*. 

[/nOsprssg. 

CORNFORD. R L. Stevenson. "Modem Enfflish Writers." 

By L. Copa CoBHroRD. Second Edition. Grown 8yo, Ss. 6a. 

COTTON. The Company of Death. By Albbet Louis Cotton. 

Grown Svo, 6s. 

COUNTY HISTORIES OF SCOTLAND. In demy Svo vol- 

nmesofabont 850 pp. each. With Maps. Frioe 7s. (ML net. 

Prehistoric Scotland and its Place in European Civilisation. 

Being a General Introdmction to the "Goonty Histories of Scotland." By 
BoBflRT MuNBO, M.A., M.Dm Author of * Prehistoric Problems,' * The Lako- 
Dwellings of Europe/ fte. with nomerons lUmstrations. 

Fife and Kinross. By Msceaa J. G. Maoxat, LL.D., Sheriff 

of these Gonnties. 

Dumfries and GkJloway. By Sir Hkbbibt Maxwell, Bart., 

M.P. Second Edition. 

Moray and Nairn. By Chables Rampini, LL.D., Sheriff 

of Domfties and Galloway. 

Invemesa By J. Cahebon Lees, D.D. 



Wmiam Blackwood & Sans, 



COUNTY HISTOEEES OF SCOTLAND.. 

Bozborgh, Selkirk, and Peebles. By Sir Geobgb Douglas, 

Bart 

Aberdeen and Banfil By William Watt, Editor of Aberdeen 

* Daily Free Press.' 

Perth and Clackmannan. By John Chisholm, M. A., Advocate. 

iln the press, 

Edinbnrgh and Linlithgow. By William Kibk Diokson, 

AdTOCate. [In the press, 

CRAIK A Century of Scottish History. From the Days before 

the '45 to those ^thin living Memory. By Sir Hskrt Oraik, K.G.B, M.A. 
(OzoilX Hen. LL.D. (Glasgow). 2 rols. demy 8vo, 80s. net. 

OBAWFORD. Saracinesca. By F. Mabion Cbawfobd, Author 

of *Mr laaacB,' fte., fto. Grown 8to, 8b. 6d. Also at 6d. 

CRAWFORD. The Mysteries of Christianity. By the late 

Thomas J. Gbawiord, D.D., Professor of Dirinity in the University ot Bdin- 
buKh. Grown 8vo, 7s. 6d. 

CREED. The Fight. By Sybil Cbked. Crown 8yo, 6s. 

CUMMING. 

Memories. By C. F. GfoBDON Gumming. Demy 8vo. Illus- 
trated, 208. 

At Home in Fiji Post 8vo. Illustrated. Cheap Edition, 6s. 

A JjbAj'b Cruise in a French Man-of-War. Post 8yo. Illus- 
trated. Cheap Edition. 0s. 

Fire-Fountains. 2 vols, post 8yo. Illustrated, 25s. 

Granite Crags. Post 8yo. Illustrated. Cheap Edition. 6s. 

Wanderings in China. Small post 8yo. Cheap Edition. 6s. 

DESCARTES. The Method, Meditations, and Principles of Philo- 
sophy of Descartes. Translated from the Original French ana Latin. With a 
New Introductory Bssay, Historical and Critical, on the Cartesian Philosophy 
By Professor Vsitch, LL.D., Glasgow University. Blerenth Edition. 6b. 6d. 

DODDS AND ISIACPHEKSON. The Licensing Acts (Scotland) 

Consolidation and Amendment Act, 1908. Annotated oy Mr J. M. Dodds, of 
the Scottish Office ; Joint-Editor of the ' Parish Council Onide for Scotland/ and 
Mr BwAN Maophsbson, Advocate, Legal Secretary to the Lord Advocate. In 
I vol. crown 8vo, 5s. net. 

DOUGLAS. 

The Ethics of John Stuart Mill. By Charles Douglas, 

M.A., D.Sc, M.P., late Lectorer in Moral Philosophy, and Assistant to the Pro- 
llBSSor of Moral Philosophy in the University of Bdinborgh. Post 8vo, 6b. net. 

John Stuart Mill : A Study of his Philosophy. Crown Svo, 

4s. 6d. net. 

ECCOTT. Fortune's Castaway. By W.J.Eocx)tt. Crown Svo, 6s. 
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ELIOT. 

George Eliof ■ life, Belated in Her Letton and Jonmali. 

Amoftd md Mlted nr b« hiutend, J. W. Obo«. Wltdi Fortnit tad othtr 
niulntiOBi. ThlxdMttton. t Tola, port 8to, 41l 

George Eliof ■ Life. With Portrait and other SlBStrationB. 

Vflw Mdltkm, Ib oat Tolnma. Orown 8to, 7i. 6d. 

Works of Georffe Eliot (Library Edition). 10 yolomes, small 

dMBj Sto. Witn PhotogimTore FrontlBniaoef, from Drawings by WilUun 
HatMnll, R.L, Bdgar Bondr, R.I., Byam Siutw, K.L, A. A. Van Aniooj, Manrioe 
OreUfonhamn, Clande A. Sheppexaon, R.L, B. J. Sullivan, and Max Oowper. 
GMlt top, lOa. M. net each Tolome. 

Fkjx Holt, thb Badicull. 

MrnDLIMABOH. 

Damixl Dbbohda. 

Ths Spanish Otpst; Jubal. 

BsBATs; Thiophkastub Such. 



Thb Mill ov 

BOMOfiA. 

Sauns OF OumcAL Liv& 
Silas Mabhib : Bbothui Jaoob ; 
Tbb Liftbd ybil. 



Life and Works of George Eliot (Warwick Edition). 14 vol- 

lunsB, cloth, limp, gilt top, Ss. net per yolmne ; leather, limp, gilt top, Sts. 0d. net 
per Yolnme ; leather, gilt top, with book-marker, 8s. net per volTune. 

MiDDLiMABOB. S Yols. 664 snd 680 pp. 
Dakibl Dbbohda. S vols. 616 and 

686 pp. 
Thb Spanish Otpst; Jubal. 
Bbsats; Thbophbastdb Such. 
Lub. 2 vols., 626 and 580 pp. 



896 pp. 
Tmb If ill on thb Floss. 828 pp. 
Flux Holt, thb Radical. 718 pp. 
Bomola. 000 pp. 

SoBNBB op Oluugal Lipb. 624 pp. 
Silas Mabnbb; Bbothbb Jacob; Thb 
LiiTBD Ybil. 660 pp. 



Works of G^eorge Eliot (Standard Edition). SI yolnmes, 

orown 8T0. In bookram oloth, gUt top, Ss. 6d. per voL \ or In roxboq^ 

binding, 8s. 6d. per vol. 

Adam Bbdb. 2 vols.— Thb Mill on thb Floss. 2 vols.— Fblix Holt, thb 
Babioal. 2 vo]s.^BoMOLA. 2 vols.— SoNNBS OP Olbbical Lipb. S vols.— 
Middlbmabgh. 8 vols.— Danibl Dbbonda. 8 vols.— Silas Mabnbb. 1 v6L 
—Jubal. 1 voL— Thb Spanish Otpst. 1 voL— Bssats. 1 voL— Thbophbab- 
Tira Such, l voL 

Life and Works of Gteorge Eliot (Cabinet Edition). S4 

volnmes, erown 8vo, price £6. iluotobehadhandsomeljboandiiibalraDdftill 
calf. The Volumes are sold separately, bound In oloth, price 5s. eadi. 

Novels by G^rge Eliot. Popular CJopyright Edition. In new 

uniform binding, price 8s. 6d. each. 



Adam Bbdb. 

Thb Mill on thb Floss. 

BoBNBS OP Olbbical Lipb. 

Bomola. 

Fbux Holt, thb Radical. 



Silas Mabnbb; Thb Liptsd Vbil; 

Bbothsb Jacob. 
Middlbmabch. 
Danibl Dkbonda. 



Essays. New Edition. Grown 8vo, 68. 

Lnpressions of Theophrastns Snoh. New Edition. Grown 

ivo, 5s. 

The Spanish Gypsv. New Edition. Crown 8vo, 68. 

The Legend of Jubal, and other Poems, Old and New 

New B<UtioB. Orown 8vo, 58. 

Silas Mamer. New Edition, with Illustrations by Reginald 

Birch. Orown 8vo, 6s. People's Edition, royal 8vo, paper cover, price 6a. 

Soenes of ClericeJ Life. Pocket Edition, 8 vols, pott 8vo. 

Is. net each ; bound in leather, Is. 6d. net each. Illnstrated Bditton, with SO 
niostrations by H. B. Millar, crown 8ve, 8s. ; paper covers, Is. People's fldl- 
tion, royal 8vo. in paper cover, price 6d. 

Felix Holt. People's Edition. Boyal 8vo, in paper cover, 6d. 



William Blacktvaod & Sons. ii 



ELIOT. 

Adam Bede. Pocket Edition. In 1 vol. pott Svo, la. net ; 

bound in leather, im 8 vols., 4s. 6d. net. People's Edition, royal 8yo, in 
paper coyer, price 6d. New Edition, crown 8yo, paper coyeri Is.; crown 8to, 
with Illastrauons, cloth, 2b ; pott Svo, Is. net. 

The Aiill on the Floss. Pocket Edition. 2 vols, pott Svo, 

doth, 88. net ; limp leather, 4b. 6d. net. People's Boition, royal Svo, in paper 
cover, price 6d. New Edition, paper covers. Is. ; cloth, 8s. 

Komola. People's Edition. Eoyal 8vo, inpaper cover, price 6d. 
Silas Mamer ; Brother Jacob : Lifted Veil. Pocket Edition. 

Pott Svo, cloth, Is. 6d. net ; limp leauer, 2s. 8d. net 

Wise, Wittv, and Tender Sajrings, in Prose and Versa Selected 

from the works of Osobos Eliot. New Edition. Vcap. 8to, 8a. 6d. 

ELLIS. Barbara Winslow, Bebel. By Beth Ellis. Crown 

8vo, 6s. 

ELTON. The Augustan Ages. *' Periods of European Litera- 
ture." By Oliysb Elton, B.A., Lecturer in English Literature, Owen's Oellege, 
Manchester. Orown 8to, 5s. net. 



FAHlK. A History of Wireless Telegraphy. Including some 

Bare-wire Proposals for Subaqueous Telegraphs. Bj f. J. Fahik, Memser of tho 
Institution of Electrical Eng^eers, London, and of the Sod^t^ Intemaldonalo 
des Electriciens, Paris; Author of 'A History of Electric Telegraphy to tho 
Tear 1887,' &c With niustrations. Third Edition, Revised. Orown 8to, 6a. 

FAITHS OF THE WORLD, Tha A Concise History of the 

Great Beligious Systems of the World. By various Authors. Orown 8tO| 5s. 

FEBGUSSON. Soots Poems. By Bobebt Feeousson. With 

Photogravure Portrait. Pott 8vo, gilt top, bound In oloth, Is. net; leather. 
Is. 6d. net. 

FEBBIER. 

Philosophical Works of the late James F. Ferrier. B.A. 

Ozon., Professor of Moral Philosophy and Political Economy, Bt Andxowa. 
New Edition. Edited by Sir AuEXAiiDnB Graxt, Bart., D.O.L., and ProfBHor 
LuBHiHaTOH. 8 vols, erown Svo, 84s. 6d. 

Institutes of Metaphysio. Third Edition. 10s. 6d. 

Lectures on the Early Greek Philosophy. 4th Edition. 10s. M. 

Philosophical Remains, including the Lectures on Early 

Greek Philosophy. New Edition. Svols. i48 

FISHER One London Season. By Caeoline Fishbe. Crown 

8vo, 6b. 

FLINT. 

Philosophy as Scientia Scientiarum. A History of Classifica- 
tions of the Sciences. By Bobkbt Fuvt, Corresponding Member of the Institute 
of France, Hon. Member of the Royal Sodetgr of PiQermo, Professor in the Unl* 
vei-Bity of Edinburgh, 9ui. 12b. 6d. net. 

Studies on Theological, Biblical, and other Subjects. 7s. 6d. net. 
Historical Phiiosophy in France and fVench Belgium and 

Switserland. 8vo, Sis. 

Agnosticism. Demy 8yo, 18s. net. 

Theism. Being the Baird Lecture for 1876. Tenth Edition, 

Revised. Grown 8vo, 7s. 6d. 

Anti-Theistic Theories. Being the Baird Leoture for 1877. 

Finh Edition, drown 8vo, 10s. 6d. 

Sermons and Addresses. Demy 8yo, 78. M. 
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FORD. A History of Cambridge Univendty Cricket dub. By 

W. J. Ford, Antibor of 'A History of MiddlMez Oonnty Cricket,' fte. Witii 
ninstntiooi. Demy 8yo, 15«. set 

FOREIGN CLASSICS FOR ENGLISH READERS. Edited 

by Mn Ounuunr. FriM li. each net. For LUi iif FoIumm, tu pag$ S. 

FORREST. 

History of the Indian Mutiny. By G. W. Fobsbst, CLR, 

Bs-fiueotor ef Recwds Ooyermment af Indie. 2 vols, demy 8to. [InOiepras, 

Sepoy Generals: Wellington to Roberts. With Portraits. 

Orown 8to, 0e. 

FOULIS. Erchie; My Droll Friend. By Hugh Foitlis. 

18. net. 

FRANEIilN. My Brilliant Career. By Milbs Fbaxkun. 

Fomrth Impression. Grown 8vo, te. 

ERASER 

Philosophy of Theism. Being the Gifford LectBres delivered 

before the University of Bdinbnrgh in 1894-96. By Alsxandkb Oampbsll 
Frabui, D.G.L. Oxford; Bmeritns Professor of Logic end Metaphysics in 
the University of Bdinbnrgh. Second Bdition, Bevised. Poet 8yo, 68. 6d. net. 

Biographia Philosophica. In 1 yoL demy 8yo, 12s. 6d. net. 
FRENCH COOKERY FOR ENGLISH HOMES. Third Im- 

pressien. Grown 8yo, limp doth, Ss. 6d. Also in limp leather, 8s. 

GALLOWAY. Studies in the Philosophy of Religion. By 

OsoROB Oaltx>wat, B.D. Demy Svo, 78. 6d. net. 

GENERAL ASSEMBLY OF THE CHURCH OF SCOTLAND. 

Scottish Hymnal, With Appendix Incorporated. Published 

for use in Ghnrches by Authority of the General Assembly. 1. Large type, 
doth, red edges, 8s. 6d.; French morocco, 4s. S. Bourgeois type, limp doth. Is.; 
French morocco, Ss. 8. Nonpareil type, doth, red edees, 6d.; French morocco, 
Is. 4d. 4. Paper covers, 8d. 5. Snnday-School Bdition, paper covers. Id., 
doth, Sd. No. 1. boand with the Psalms and Paraphrases, Frendi morocco, 8s. 
Nc. 8, boond witn the Psalms and Parapnrases, dotn, 8s.; French morocco, 88. 

Prayers for Social and Family Worship. Prepared by a 

Special Oommittee of the General Assembly of the Ghnrch of Scotland. Bntirely 
New Bdition. Revised and Bnlarged. Fcap. 8vo, red edges, 8s. 

Prayers for Family Worship. A Selection of Four Weeks' 

nayers. New Bdition. Authorised by the General Assembly of the Church of 
Scotland. Fcap. 8vo, red edges. Is. 6d. 

One Hundred Prayers. Prepared by the Committee on Aids 

to Devotion. 16mo, doth limp, 6d. 

Morning and Evening Prayers for Affixing to Bibles. Prepared 

by the Oommittee on AidB to Devotion. Id. for 6, or Is. per 100. 

Prayers for Soldiers and Sailors. Prepared by the Committee 

on Aids to Devotion. Thirtieth Thousand. 16mo, doth limp. 8d. net. 

Prayers for Sailors and Fisher-Folk. Prepared and Published 

by Instruction of the General Assembly of the Ghurch of Scotland. Fcap. Svo, la. 
net. 
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GEBABD. 

Reata: Whafs in a Nama By R D. QmAXD. Ohtap 

Bditdon. drown 8to, 8i. 6d. 

Beggar my Neighboar. Oheap Edition. Crown 8vo, 8s. 6d. 
The Waters of Hercules. Cheap Edition. Crown Svo, 3s. M. 

GERAKD. 

A Foreigner. An Anglo - German Study. By K Gebasd 

(Madame de Laszowska). Grown 8yO| 6s. 

GERABD. 

One Year. By Dobothba Gebabd (Madame Longard de 

Longgarde). Crown Svo, (to. 

The Impediment. Crown Svo, 6s. 

A Forgotten Sin. Grown 8yo, 6s. 

A Spotless Beputation. Third Edition. Crown Svo, 6s. 

The Wrong Man. Second Edition. Crown Svo, 6s. 

Lady Baby. Cheap Edition. Crown Svo, 3s. 6d. 

GIBBON. Souk in Bondage. By Pbsoeyal Gibbon. Crown 

8to, 6s. 

GILLESPIE. The Humour of Scottish Life. By Very Rev. John 

GiLLBSPiB, LL.D. Crown 8yo, 8s. 6d. net. 

GLEIG. Personal Eeminiscences of the First Duke of Wellington 

with Sketches of some of his Guests and Contemporaries. By Bey. G. R. Ouaai 
author of ' The Subaltern.' Demy Svo, 15s. net. 

GK)ODALL. Association Football. By John Goodall. Edited 

by 8. Abohibald ds Bsar. With Diagrams. Feap. Sro, It. 

GOKDON. The Sikhs. By General Sir John J. H. Gordon, 

K.C.B. With Illustrations. Demy Svo. 

GOXJDIE. The Celtic and Scandinavian Antiquities of Shetland* 

By Gilbert Goudib, F.S.A. Scot. Demy Svo, 7s. 6d. net. 

GRAHAM. 

Manual of the Elections 

Aet, 1890. inth Aoalysia, 
Oormpt Practices Acts of 
Graham, Advooaiw. Svo, 4a. 6d. 

A Manual of the Acts relating to Education in Scotland. 

(Founded en that of fke late Mr Oraig Sellar.) Demy Svo, ISs. 

GRAND. 

A Domestio Experiment. By Sakah Grand, Author of 

'Tha Heavenly Twmt,' *Ideala: A Stady from LifiB.' Ozown Svo, 6r* 

Singularly Deluded. Grown Svo, 68. 
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QBEBR. 

In Fvtiieil Ind. The Narratiye of Mr -Edwaxd Oasltoh of 

■Dfwvtthar, In tlieOoimlv of Noriluunpton, andlmte of the HonouxmUe >uit India 
Oompanj*! Berries, Gentbauui. Wrote byUiownluuidinttieyenr of gmoel607. 
MMdLwltti %'. urn ■zplanilnry Notw. By Stdhkt 0. OBinn. Fort 8to, 6i. 
OhMp Bdltton, ii. 

Hii Exoellenoy'i Enprliah Gk>verae88. Third Impression. Cr. 

8to, 6i. Ohaap IdMdon, ii. People's Edition, royal 8yo, paper cover, 6d. 

An TTnorowned King : A Romance of High Politica. Seoond 

Impression. Crown Sro, 6a. Cheap Edition, is. 

Peace with Honour. Third Impression. Crown 8yo, 6b. Cheap 

Edition, is. 

A Crowned Qneen: The Bomanoe of a Minister of State. 

Seoond Impresnon. Orown Sro, 0s. Cheap Edition, is. 

Like Another Helen. Seoond Impression. Cr. 8vo, 68. Cheap 

Edition, is. 

The EiiigB of the East : A Romance of the near Future. 

Second Impression. Crown 8yo, Os. Cheap Edition, Ss. 

The Warden of the Marches. Third Impression. Crown 

8to, 6s. Cheap Edition, 8s. 

The Prince of the Captivity. Second Impression. Crown 

8yo, 6s. 

The Advanced-Guard. Third Impression. Crown 8vo, 6s. 
The Great Proconsul: The Memoirs of Mrs Hester Ward, 

formerly in the fkmily of the Hon. Warren Hastings, Esquire, late Governor- 
General of India. Orown 8to. 6s. 

GROOT. Jan Van Dyck. By J. Moegan db Groot. Crown 

8to, 6s. 



HALDANK How we Escaped from Pretoria. By Lieut.-Colonel 

Atlkkb Haldakx, D.S.O.. Snd Battalion Gordon Highlanders. New Edition, 
revised and enlarged. With nnmerooa niostrations, rlans, and Hap. Grown 
8vo, Is. 

HALIBURTON. Horace in Homespun. By Hfgh Haububton. 

A New Edition, containing additional Poems, with 86 niostrations l^ A. S. 
Boyd. Post 8vo, 6s. net. 

HAMILTON. 

Lectures on Metaphjrsics. By Sir William HAMiLToir, 

Bart., Professor of Lcifldo and Metaphysics in the University of Bdinbugh. 
■dltsd by the Bev. H. X. MAiraEL, B.D., LL.D., Dean of St Paul's ; and Jomr 
ynTOH, M.A.. LL.D., Professor of Logic and Bhetorlo, Glasgow. Bevoilih 
Bdltton. S vols. 8vo, S4s. 

Lectures on Logic. Edited by the Same. Third Edition, 

Beviaed. S vols., Ms. 

HAMLET. 

The OperationB of War Explained and Illustrated. By 

General Sir Edward Bbuoi Hamliy, K.O.B., K.O.M.G. Second Edition of 
Fifth Edition. With Haps and Plans. 4to, 80s. Also in 2 parts: Pari L, 
10s. 6d.; Part XL, 21s. 
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HAMLEY. 

Shakespeare's FanenJ, and other Papers. Post Svo, 7s. M. 

Thomas Oarlyle: An Essay. Second Edition. Crown 8yo 

Si. 0d. 

On Chitposts. Second Edition. Svo, Ss. 

Wellington's Career; A Military and Political Sunmary. 

Grown 8to, Si. 

Lady Lee's Widowhood. New Edition. Crown Svo, Ss. 
Onr Poor Belations. A Philozoic Essay. With Ulustrations, 

ehlellj by Brneit Griwt. Grown 8tO| oloth gUti 81. 0d. 

HANNAY. The Later Renaissance. 'Periods of European 

Literature.' By Dayid Habvat. Grown 8yo, 58. net 

HARRADEN. 

Ships that Pass in the Night. By Bsatbigb Habraden. 

ninstrated Bdition. Grown 8yo, Ss. 6d. 

The Fowler. Illustrated Edition. Crown 8yo, 3b. 6d. People's 

Edition, peper covers, 6d. 

Li Varying Moods: Short Stories. Illustrated Edition. 

Grown Svo, Si. Sd. 

Hilda Strafford, and The Remittance Msul Two Calif omian 

stories. lUnstnted Bdition. Grown Svo, Si. 6d. 

Untold Tales of the Past With 40 Ulustrations by H. R. Millar. 

SqoAre erown Svo, gilt top, 58. net. 

Katharine Frensham. Crown Svo, 6s. 

HARRIS. 

The Disappearance of Dick. By Walter B. Habbis. With 

17 Illustrations. Grown Svo, 6s. 

The Career of Harold Ensleigh. Crown Svo, 6s, 
HARTLEY. Wild Sport with Gun, Rifle, and Sahnon-Rod. By 

OiLFRm W. Hartley. With nmncrous Illastratiens in photogravure and half- 
tone from drawings by O. B. Lodob and others. Demy Svo, Ss. net. 

HAY-NEWTON. Readings on the Evolution of Religion. By 

Mrs F. Hav-Nbwton. Grown Svo, 58. 

HEMANS. 

The Poetical Works of Mrs Hemans. Copyright Edition. 

Boyal 8vO| with Bngravings, oloth, gilt edgea, 7i. Sd. 

Select Poems of Mrs Hemans. Fcap., doth, gilt edges, 8s. 
HENDERSON. The Young Estate Manager's Guide. By 

BiOBARD HxHDDtsoH. Member (by Bzamiliation) of Ihe Boyal Agrlcnltnral 
Sodety of Bngland, the Highland and Agrienltnral Society of Soouand, and 
the Surveyors^ Institution. IHth an utroductlon by B. Patriok Wrifdit. 
F.B.S.B., Professor of Aisicultnre, Glasgow and West of Scotland Teehmoa! 
GoUege. "^th Flans and Diagrams. Grown Svo, Ss. 

HENDERSON. The Minstrelsy of the Scottish Border. By Sir 

Waltir Soott. a New Bdition. Bdited by T. F. Henderson, Author of *A 
History of Scottish Yemacnlar Literature.' with a New Portrait of Sir Walter 
Scott. In 4 vols., demy Svo, £2, 2s. net. 
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HERFOED. Browning (Modem English Writers). ByProfeMor 

HnuroAo. Grown 8yo, ii. 6d. 

HEWISON. The Isle of Bate in the Olden Time. With Slui- 



teAtkmi, MftPt. Bad Ptaai. By Jaiui Kow HswiMnr, IXD., FJIA. (BooIlV 
Mtniatar of BoilMMj. VoL L, Ooltte Sainti and Horms. Otowb Md, Ita. atl 
▼6L IL, Tke Bofil Blawudi and the Bwadaim. OrovH 4lo, Us. Ml. 



HOME PRATEBa By Ministers of the CSrarch of SootUnd 

ft&dMambonoftlMOhiirehStnrtotSooMj* Booond Iditloii. Vcsp. Sro, 8a. 

HUNT. A Handy Vocabulary; English- Afrikftnder, Afrikander- 

■ngliah. FortfiaUMofBogUah-apeakiiigPaoirietaiSoiithAfriCA. BjG. 11.0. 
Hmrr. Small 8to, Is. 

HUTCHINSON. Hints on the Game of Goll By Horace G. 

HoTOHxmoM. Twelfth Idition, Berisod. Foap. 8to, dotti, la. 

HUTTON. 

Frederic lJyedal& By Edwasd Hutton. Crown 8ya 6s. 
Italy and the Italians. With Hlostrations. Second Edition. 

Large crowB 8to, 6a. 

IDDESLEIGH. Life, Letters, and Diaries of Sur StafEbrd North- 

oote, Flnt larl of Iddealeigh. By Annunr Lavo. WHh Tluraa go iln dS i and a 
View of Pynea. Tlilrd Bditlon. S Tola, poat 8to, 81i. 6d. 

PoPULAB Kditioh. With Portrait and View of Pynea. Poat 8to, 7a. 6d. 

INNES. 

Free Church Union Case. Judgment of the House of Lords. 

With Introduction by A. Tatlob Imm. Demy Svo, la. net 

The Law of Creeds in Scotland. A Treatise on the Rela- 
tions of Chmrches in Scotland, Established and not Establidied, to the CItU Law. 
Demy Svo, lOs. net 

INTELLIGENCE OFFICER 

On the Heels of De Wet. By Thb Intellioenob Offioer. 

Sixth Imprefsion. Grown 8vo, 0a. People's Edition, royal 8to, paper ooTer, (KL 

The Boy Galloper. With Illustrations. In 1 voL or. Svo, 6s. 
IRONS. The Psychology of Ethics. By David Ibons, M.A., 

Ph.D. , ProfMSor of Philosophy in Bryn Mawr College, Penn. Grown 8to, 6a. net 

JAMES. William Wetmore Story and his Friends. From 

Letters, Diaries, and RecoUecUons. By HcntT jAMxa. With 2 Portralta. In 
two yols. post 870, 24s. net 

JAMES. Modem Strategy. By Lieut-CoL Walter H. Jambs, 

P.S.C.^ late B.B. With 6 Maps. Second Edition, thoroughly reviaed and 
brought up to date. Royal 8to, 10a. net 

JOHNSTON. 

The Chemistry of Common Lif& By Professor J. F. W. 




Engrayings. Grown 8yo, 78. 8d. 

Elements of Agricultural Chemistry. An entirely New 

Edition from the Edition by Sir Ghablib A. Gambbov, MJ>., F.B.aS.L, te. 
Reriaed and brought down to date by 0. M. Aikmab. ILA., BJae^ F.B.B.B., 
Profassor of Ohemirtrv, Glaagow yetertvarr OoDeca. 171b BdltiOB. GtoowB tr*. 
as. 6d. 

Catechism of Agricultural Chemistry. An entirely New Edi- 
tion from the Edition by Sir GHABLsa A. Oakbbov. Bavtaad aad Bnlarged 
l^ G. M. AixMAM, lf.A., te. 8Sth IhooaaBd. With BuaaRNUi XUnatrntiaBa. 
OrowB StOi la. 
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JOHNSTON. Agrionltnral Holdings (Scotland) Acta. 1883 to 

1900 ; and iSbit Oronnd Game Act, 1880. With Notes, and Sommary of Frooednxe, 
Ac By GHBUTOPma N Johhbtoh, ILA., AdTOoate. Fifth Bdition. Demy 
8yo 6a. net. 

JOKAL Timar'B Two Worlds. By Maxtbub Jokal Anthorised 

Traofllation by Mn Hmiah KxxniABD. Oheap Bdition. Grown 8to Oi. 

KENNEDY. Hurrah for the Life of a Sailor ! Fifty Years in the 

Boyal Navy. By Admiral Sir William ICkhnsdt, K.O.R. Author of 'Sport, 
Travel, and Adventure in Newfoundland and the West Indies. With Illustrationi 
from Sketches by the Author. Fifth Impression. Demy 8yo, 18s. 6d. 
CsoupiB Bdition, small demy 8vo, 6s. 

KER The Dark Ages. " Periods of European Literature." By 

Professor W. P. Kxr. In 1 voL crown 8vo, 5s. net. 

EEBK Memories: Qrave and Gay. Forty Years of School 

Inspection. By John Ekbb, LL.D. With Portrait and other Blustrations. 
Oheaper Bdition, Bnlarsed. Crown 8vo, 28. 6d. net. 

Other Memories : Old and New. Crown Svo. 3s. 6d. net. 

KINGLAER 

History of the Invasion of the Crimea. By A. W. Kinolakb. 

with an Index to the Complete Work. Complete In 9 toIs., erown 8to. Cheap 
reissue at 8s. 6d. each. 

Abridged Edition for Military Students. Bevised by 

Lient.-OoL Sir Gbobok BvDnrHAM Clauu, K.C.M.O., B.B. Demy 8vo, 16s. net. 

— — — — Atlas to accompany abova Folio, 9s. net. 

History of the Invasion of the Crimea. Demy 8yo. Vol. YI. 

winter TronUes. With a Map, 16s. Vols. VII. and VIII. From the Moxrow of 
Inkarman to the Death of Lord Baglan. With an Index to the Whole Woik, 
With Maps and Flans. 88s 

Eothen. A New Edition, uniform with the Cabinet Edition 

of the ' History of the Invasion of the Crimea.' 6b. 

Ohbafkb Bditioh. With Portrait and Biographical Sketch of the Author. 
Crown 8vo 8s. 6d. Popular Bdition in paper cover, la. net 

KNEIFP. My Water-Cmre. As Tested through more than 

Thirty Tears, and Described fbr the Healing of Diseases ancTthe Preservation of 
Health. By Skrastiaii Khupp, Parish Priest of WOrishofen (Bavaria). With a 
Portrait and other Illustrations. Authorised Bnglish Translation from the 
Thirtieth German Bdition, by A. de F. Cheap Bdition. With an Appendix, con- 
taining the Latest Developments of Plkrrer ftnelpp's System, and a Prefhoe by 
B. Gerard. Crown 8vo, 8a. 6d. 

LANQ. 

A History of Scotland from the Boman Occupation. By 

Amdbxw Lano. Vol. I. With a Photogravure Frontispiece and Four Maps. 

Second Bdition. Demy 8vo, 16s. net 
Vol. II. With a Photogravure Frontispiece. 16s. net 
Vol. III. With a Photogravure Frontispiece. 15s. net. 

Tennyson. "Modem English Writers." 2nd Ed. Cr. Svo, 2s. 6d. 

PopULAB Bdition, paper covers, 6d. 

Life, Letters, and Diaries of Sir Stafford Northcote, First 

Barl of Iddealelgh. With Three Portraits and a View of Pynes. Ihlra Bdition. 
S vols, post 8vo, 818. 6d. 

PopuLAB Bditioh. With Portrait and View of Pynes. Post 8vo, 7a. 6d. 

The Highlands of Scotland in 1750. From Manuscript 104 

In the King'a Library, British Muaenm. With an Introduction by Avdbiw Laav. 
Grown 8Te,6iL net 
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The Expuudon of the Ohristian Lif a The Duff Lecture 

fbr 1M7. By tlM B«T. J. Mabihall Lavo, D.D. Otowb Sto, 5s. 

The Church and its Social Mission. Being the Baird Lecture 

for 1901. Orowm 8to, te. net 

LAWSON. 

The Gonntrr I Come From. By EEenbt Lawbon, Anthor of 

* While UMBJOlyBoUB/fte. Grown 8to, 6a. 

Joe Wilson and his Mates. Crown 8yo, 6s. 
LEHMANN. Crumbs of Pity, and other Verses ; to which are 

added Six Urea of Oicftt Men. By B. 0. Lkhmahh, author of * Ann! Fogaoes,' 
fte. Grown Svo, 5a. net. 

LEIGHTON. The Life History of British Serpents, and their 

Local Diatrihntion in the British lalea. By Gsbald B. LnaHTOxr, M.D. (Theaii 
on "The Beptili* of the Monnow Valley," Bdin. Univ., 1901). Fellow of the 
Bodelj of Science, Letters, and Art, London. With 50 ninstrations. Ckown 
8to, 5a. net. 

LKTSHMAN. The Westminster Directory. Edited, with an Intro- 

dnctien and Notea, by the Very Bev. T. Leishmak, D.D. Grown Sro, 4s. net 

LESSINQ. Children of Men. By Beuno Lessing. Crown 8vo, 

58. net. 

LEYDEN. Journal of a Tour in the Highlands and Western 
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jAioa BiMTON. Grown 8yo, Ob. net 

LINDSAY. 

Recent Adyances in Theistic Philosophy of Beligion. By Bev. 

jAiUi LnmBAT. M.A, B.D., RSc, F.B.8.B.. F.G.S., Minister of the Parish of 
St Andrew'a, Kilmarnock. Den^ Sro, 18s. 6a. net 

The Progressfyeness of Modem Christian Thought. Crown 

8to, 6s. 

Essays, Literary and Philosophical Crown 8yo, 3s. 6d. 

The Significance of the Old Testament for Modem Theology. 

Grown 8to, la. net 

The Teaclung Function of the Modem Pulpit. Crown 8yo, 

Is. net 

"LINESMAN." 

Words by an Eyewitness : The Struggle in Natal. By "Lines- 

XAN." BleTonth Impression, with Three Additional Chapters. Crown Syo, 6a. 
People's Edition, royal Svo, paper coyers, 6d. 

The Mechanism of War. Crown Svo, 3s. 6d. 
LOBBAN. An Anthology of English Verse from Chaucer to the 

Present Day. By J. H. Lobban, M. A Grown Sve, gilt top, 5s. 

LOCKHART. 

Doubles and Quits. By Laubiengb W. M. Logkhabt. Crown 

8to, 8b. 6d. A Kew Edition^ Grown Svo, 2s. 

Fair to See. New Edition. Crown Syo, 3s. M. 
Mine is Thine. New Edition. Crown Svo, 8s. 6d. 

LYNDEN-BELL. a Primer of Tactics, Fortification, Topo- 

naphy, and Military Law. By Lieut. < Colonel G. P. Ltndxk-Bbll. Witii 
Diagrams. Grown Svo, Ss. net 
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MABIE. 

Esaavg on Nature and Cnltnre. By Hamilton W&ioht Mabii. 

With Portimit. Fcap. 8to, 88. 6d. 

Books and Cnltnre. Foap. Svo, 38. 6d. 
The Life of the Spirit. Fcap. 8to, 3s. 6d. 

M'GBIK 

Works of the Bev. Thomas M'Crie, D.D. Uniform Edition 

4 Tols. crown 8to, 24i. 

Life of John Knox. Crown Svo, 8s. 6d. 

Life of Andrew Melville. Crown 8to, 3s. 6d. 

History of the Progress and Suppression of the Bef ormation 
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History of the Progress and Suppression of the Bef ormation 

in Spain in the Sixteenth Oentnry. Crown 8to, 8a. 6d. 

MACDONALD. A Manual of the Criminal Law (Scotland) Pro- 

oednre Act, 1887. By Nobmav Dorah Macdohald. Bevlaed by the Lobd 
Jubtiox-Olcbk. 8to, 10s. 6<i. 

MACDOUGALL and DODDS. A Manual of the Local Govem- 

ment (Scotland) Act, 1894. With Introdnotien, Explanatory Notes, and Oopions 
Index. By J. Fatten MacDouoall, Legal Becaretuy to the Lord AdTOcate, and 
J. M. DoDDS. Tenth Thonsand* Bevised. Grown 8to, Sb. 6d. net. 
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MACKINLAY, J. M. Influence of the Pre-Reformation Church 
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MACLAGAN, B. C The Perth Incident of 1396. By B. C. 

MAOLAaAW, M.D. Demy 8vo, 68. net 

MACLEOD. The Doctrine and Validity of the Ministry and 

Sacraments of the National Church of Scotland. By the Very Rev. Donald 
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MACPHEBSON. Books to Bead and How to Bead Them. By 

Hkctor Macphxrson. Crown Svo, Ss. 6d. net. 

MAIN. Three Hundred English Sonnets. Chosen and Edited 

by Datid M. Maiv. New Bdition. Fcap. 8vo, 88. 8d. 

MAIB. 

A Digest of Laws and Decisions, Ecclesiastical and Civil, 
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With Notes and Forms of Procedure. By the Bct. Wiluam Mair, D.D., lately 
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128. 6d. net 

Speaking ; or. From Voice Production to the Platform and 

Pnlpit Third Bdition, Beyised. Grown 8vo, Ss. 
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MAITLAND. The Surrender of Napoleon. Being the Narrattve 

of tlM aorrender of Baonapwte, and of nit rMddcnee on board H.M.S. B«ll«- 
ropkon : with a d«teil of the prindiMd OTentt that oocured in that SUp botween 
the S4th ot Maj and the 8th of Aiunut 1815. Bt Bear-Admiial Sir ntcDKBiOK 
Lawn Maitlaitd, K.O.R A New Edition. Edited, with a Life of the Anther, 
b7 William Kirk Dioxbov. In 1 toL poft 8yo, with Portraita and other niiu- 
trati<»ia. Demy 8vo l&a. net. 
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Edition. Poet 8to, with Map, 6a. 

MARTIN. 

Poems of Giaeomo Leopardl Translated by Sir Theodore 
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The iEneid of Virgil. Books L-VL Translated by Sir Thbo- 
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Goethe'i Faust. Part L Translated into English Verse. 

Second Edition, erown 8to, 6a. Hlnth Edition, fcap. 8vo, 8a. 6d. 

Goethe's Faust. Part IL Translated into English Verse. 

Second Edition. BeTlaed. Poap. 8to, 6s. 

The Works of Horace. Translated into English Verse, with 
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Poems and Ballads of Heinrich Heine. Done into English 

Verse. Third Edition. Small crown 8to, Ss. 
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Madonna Pia : A Tragedy ; and Three Other Dramas. Crown 

8to, 7s. 6d. 
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and Corrected. Poft 8to, 7s. 6d. 

The ' Vita Nuova ' of Dante. Translated, with an Introduction 

and Notes. Fourth Edition. Small orown 8vo, 6s. 

Aladdin: A Dramatic Poem. By Adam GehlenschIiAEOeb. 

fbap. 8to, 5s. 

Gorreggio : A Tragedy. By Gehlenschlaeoeb. With Notes. 

Fcap. 8to, 8s. 

Helena Faucit (Lady Martin). By Sir Theodore Mabtin, 

K.O.B., K.O.V.0. With Fire Photo^^vore Plates. Second Edition. Demy Sro, 
lOs. 6d.net. 

MAETIN. Gn some of Shakespeare's Female Characters. By 

HaLSNA Fauor, Lady Mabtw. Dedieotad by fmmiMtion to ffer M<mt QfudUmt 
Mifjtttg Oe Quem. With a Portrait by Lehmann. Sixth Edition, with a new 
Prefluse. Demy 8to, 78. 6d. 

MATHESGN. 

Can the Gld Faith Live with the New f or, The Problem of 

■Tolntion and Revelation. By the Rer. Oiobox Mathsboh, D.D. Third Bdi* 
tion. Crown Syo, 7s. 6d. 

The Psalmist and the Scientist ; or. Modem Value of the Beli- 

^oos Sentiment. Ildrd Edition. Crown 8t^ 5s. 

SpiritusJ Development of St PauL Fourth Edition. Cr.8yo,5B. 
Tlie Distinctive Messages of the Gld Religions. Second Edi- 

tton. Crown 8to, Sm. 

Sacred Songs. Third Edition. Orown 8vo, Ss. 6d. 
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MAXWELL. 

The Honourable Sir Charles Murray, K.C.B. A Memoir 

By the Bight Hon. Sir Hebbsrt Maxwsll, Bart., lf.P., F.8.A., fte., Author of 
' Pksaages in the Life of Sir Lneian Elphin.' With Five PortrAits. Demy Sto, 188 

Life and Times of the Bt. Hon. William Henry Smith, M.P. 

With Portnite and nnmeroas lUostntionB by Herbert Bailton, O. L. Mynumri 
and Others. 8 vols, demv 8yo, SSs. 
PoFULAB Kditiom. Wiui a Portrait and other ninstiatlomi. Grown 8to, ta. 0d. 

Dnmfries and Galloway. Being one of the Volumes of the 

Ooonty Histories of Scotland. With Foot Maps. Second Edition. Dony 8tO| 
7s. M. net 

Scottish Land-Names: Their Origin and Meaning. Being 

the Bhind Lectures in Arehnology for 1898. Post 8to, 8i. 

A Duke of Britain. A Romance of the Fourth Oentury. 

Fourth Edition. Grown 8vo 6s. 

The Chevalier of the Splendid Crest. Third Edition. Crown 

8yo, 6s. 

MELDKUM. 

The Conquest of Charlotte. By David S. Meldbum. Third 

Impression. Grown 8yo, 6s. 

Holland smid the Hollanders. With numerous Illustrations 

and a Map. Second Edition. Square 8yo, 6s. 

The Story of MargrMel : Being a Fireside History of a Fife- 
shire Family. Oheap Edition Grown 8yo, 8s. 6d. 

Grey Mantle and Gold Fringe. Crown 8vo, 68. 

MELLONK 

Studies in Philosophical Criticism and Construction. By 

Stdmst Hxbbxbt Msllonx, M.A. Lond., D.So. Edbi. Poat 8yo. l(Hi. 6d. net. 

Leaders of Religious Thought in the Nineteenth Century. 

Grown 8yo, 6s. net. 

An Litroductory Text-Book of Logic. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

MERZ. A History of European Thought in the Nineteenth Cen- 
tury. By John Thsodobs Mxbi. VoL L, post 8yo, lOs. 6d. net. 
Vol. XL, 15s. net. 

MEYNELL. JohnRuskin. " Modem English Writers." By Mrs 

ICxynLL. Third Lnpression. Grown 8yo, 2s. 6d. 

MICHIE. The Englishman in China during the Victorian Era. 

As Dlnstrated in we Life of Sir Butiierford Alcock, K.G.B., D.G.L., many years 
Gonsnl and Minister in China and Japan. By Alezandbb Michis. Author of 
'The Siberian Oyerland Boute/ 'Missionaries in China/ ftc Witn nunerons 
ninstrations, Portraits, and Maps. 2 yols. demy 8yo, 88s. net 

MILL. 

The Colonel Sahib. A Novel. By Gabbett Mill. Second 

Impression. Crown Syo, 68. 

Ottavia. Second Impression. Crown 8vo, 6s. 
Mr Montgomery : Fool. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

MILLAR The Mid-Eighteenth Century. " Periods of European 

Literature." By J. H. Millar. Grown Svo, 6s. net 
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MITUUKLL. The Sootdsh Reformation. Its Epocfas, _^ , 

Ltadera, t&d DUtiBOllvB Oharacteristto*. Being the Balrd Leeftiire for 18M. 
Bt tke Uto AiMXAxmoL. F. MiroMSLL^ D.D. , LL.D., Bqieritu PrefSBUor of Ohnreh 
mitorT Ib 81 Amdrewt UBtreraitj. Bdited by D. Hat Funmra, LL.D. Witfe 
a BlogrftF^i^i^ 8k«Uk ef tke Autker, by Jutee Okrirtle, D.D. Gr«wn tT«. to. 

MODERN ENGLISH WRITERS. In handy orown 8yo 

ToliuMe, tMtefolly bound, price Sts. M. eaelL 

Matikew Arnold. By Professor Sadttsbubt. Second Im- 

freeeioB. 

R. L. Stevenson. By L. Oofb Oobktobd. Second ImpressioiL 

John Raskin. By Mrs MsrinELL. Third Impression. 

Tennyson. By Andbsw LAKa. Second Edition. 

Huxley. By Edwabd Clodd. 

Thackeray. By Chablbs Whiblbt. 

Browning. By Prof. C. H. Hbbfobd. [In the press. 

In Preparation, 
GnoBcnBuoT. BjA.T.Qnil]er-Ck>nch. | PnouDn. B j John Oliyer Hobbes. 

MOIR Life of Mansie Wanch, Tailor in Dalkeith. By D. M. 

Hon. With OmmmMKAWS^u ninitntionB. Oheaper Bdition. Orown Sro, Si. 6d. 
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Demy Svo. [In (he prm. 

The Origin of Evil, and other Sermons. By Rev. Alfbsd 
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Personality. The Beginning and End of Metaphysics, and a Ne- 

eenarj AMnmptton in aU Positive Fhilosophj. FifUi Bo., Bevisea. Or. 8to, U, 

Agnosticism. Fourth Edition, Revised. Orown 8vo, Ss. j 

Preaching and Hearing ; and other Sermons. Fourth Edition, 

Bnlnrged. Orown 8tO| 6s. 

Belief in God. Fourth Edition. Orown 8vo, 3s. ' 

The Future of Religion, and other Essays. Second Edition. 

Orown 8to, 8s. 0d. 

The EngliiEQi Ohurch and the Romish Schism. Second Edition. 

Orown 8to, is. 0d. 

MONTAGTTK MiUtary Topography. Illustrated by Practical 
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MORISON. 

Rifts in the Reek. By Jbande Mobison. "With a Photogravure 

Frontispiece. Orown 8to, 5s. Boond in Imekzun for presentation, 68. 

Doorside Ditties. With a Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, 38. 6d. 
.fiolus. A Romance in Lyrics. Orown 8vo, 3s. 
There as Here. Crown 8vo, 3s. 
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Grown Svo, to. 
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The Purpose of the Ages. Crown Svo, 9s. 

Gordon : An Our-day IdylL Crown 8yo, 3s. 

Saint Isadora, and other Poems. Crown 8yo, Is. M. 

Snatches of Song. Paper, Is. M. ; doth, 3s. 

Pontius Pilate. Paper, Is. 6d. ; cloth, 3s. 

Mill 0' Forres. Crown 8yo, Is. 

Ane Booke of Ballades. Fcap. 4to, Is. 

MOWBRAY. Seventy Years at Westminster. With other Letters 

and Notes of the late Right Hon. Sir John Mowbrat, Bart, M.F. Bdited by 
his Daughter. With Portraits and other Illastrations. Large crown 8yo, 78. M, 

MUNRO. 

Children of Tempest : A Tale of the Outer Isles. By NuL 

MuNBo. Crown Svo, 6s. 

Doom Castle: A Romance. Second Impression. Crown 

Svo, 8s. 

John Splendid. The Tale of a Poor Gentleman and the Little 

Wars of Lorn. Sixth Impression. Orown Svo, 6b. People's Edition, royal 8yo, 
paper cover, 6d. 

The Lost Pibroch, and other Sheiling Stories. Fourth 

Lnpression. Orown Svo, 8i. 6d. People's Edition, royal Sve, paper cover, 6d. 

MUNRO. 

Rambles and Studies in Bosnia-Herzegovina and Dalniatia. 

With an Account of the proceedings of the Oongress of Archtsologlflts and 
Anthropologists held at Sarajevo in 1S94. By Bobcbt Mttitso, ILA., ILD., 
LL.D., F.a.8.B., Anthor of the ' Lake Dwellings of Europe,' Ac. Second Edition, 
Revised and Enlarged. With nnmerons illnstrations. I)emy Svo, ISi. 6d. net. 

Prehistoric Problems. With numerous Illustrations. Demy 

Svo, 10s. net. 

Prehistoric Scotland and its Place in European Civilisation. 

Being a General Introduction to the ** County Histories of Scotland.** With 
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MY TRIVIAL LIFE AND MISFORTUNE: A Gtessip with 
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NAPIER. Life of Robert Napier. By James Napier. Demy 

Svo, 12s. 6d. net. 
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A Dreamer of Dreams. A Modem Romance. Second Edi- 
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OUPHANT. 

Masollam : A lSx>blem of the Period. A NoveL By Laubbb ci 
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Scientific Religion; or, EQffher Possibilities of Life and 
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OLIPHANT. 

The Autobiography and Letters of Mrs M. O. W. Oliphant. 
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Miss Marjoribanks. New Edition. Crown 8yo, 38. 6d. 
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8T0| 88. 0d. 
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elofih, 8s. M. 
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O'NEILL. Songs of the Glens of Antrim. By MontA O^eill. 

Ninth ImpressioxL Grown Byo, 8s. 0d. 
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Obact, Lady Prsstwich, Author of 'The Harbour Bar' and *Enga.' With a 
Memoir by her sister, Louisa E. Milnb. With Illustrations. Demy Svo, 10s. 0d. 

PRESTWICH. Life and Letters of Sir Joseph Prestwich, M.A., 

D.O.L., P.R.S. Formerly Professor of Geology In uie University of Oxford. 
Written and Edited by his Win. With Portraits and other Illustrations. 
Demy 8to» Sis. 
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PRINGLE-PATnSON. 

Soottiflh Fhiloflopby. A Cksmpariaon of the Soottiah and 



▲niwwt to Homt. Balfonr' Fhlloto|diieal LeetarM, Unl^enltj of 
MinlNirgli. ]^ A. Brh FKoroLB-PATmoH. IiL.D.. ProiBMor of Iiogie and 
Mtf^aiskjiAm la Bdliilrorgh UniTvni^. Third ■dnUm. Orown 8to, 61. 

HegeliAniimaiidPeraonality. Balfonr Philosophical LectnreB. 

i ooottd 8«rlM. SMond MttlOB. Orown 8to, St. 

Man'! PUce in the Ck)8mofl, and other Easaya. Second Edition! 

■alugod. Pott 8to, it. net 

Two Leotnrea on Theism. Deiiyered on the occasion of the 

Bttqnlntnttiinlil OtUbnftUm of Pzinotton UniTonity. Orown 8?o, It. 6d. 

PUBLIC GENERAL STATUTES AFFECTTNG SCOTLAND 

flrom 170T to M4T, with Ohroaologtotl Ikble tad Indtr. 8 volt, lazgo 8to, iK, 81. 

PUBLIC GENERAL STATUTES AFFECTING SCOTLAND, 

OOLLBOnON OF. PabUihtd Amniilly, with Gtaonl Indsz. 
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RANJITSINHJL The Jubilee Book of Cricket By Pbikoi 

BAXjiTsnrHJi. 
■DinoH Di LuzB. Lfanltad to 160 Ooplot, printed on hand-made paper, tad 

haadtomely bonad ta bafiknun. Orowa 4to, with SS FhotograTiiret tad 86 % 

ftU-mge Platet. iMh oopj tigaed bj Priaoe BaaJittiiddi. Prioe £6, 6t. net. '^ 

fnra FApaa Bdrxoh. Meuam 8to, with Fhotogiavare Froatlapleee tad 106 

ftill'ptge Platet on trt paper. t6t. aet. 
FOfulab BainoH. Wlta 107 ftill-ptge Dlaitratloni. Sixth Bditlon. Luge 

erowaSro, Ot. 
SxxpBHirr BDinoH. With a aeleetioa of the niogtratioaa. 

REYNAED. The 0th (Queen's Royal) Lancers, from 1715 to 1903. 

By Frank H. BcTNAaD. Boyal Syoi &2, 28. net. 

ROBERTSON. 

The Poetry and the Religion of the Psalms. The Croall 

Leotoret, 1808-94. BTjAMxsBoBBRTBOH,D.D.,Profe8torofOrieatalLtagiugei 
ia the Uairertity of Oletgow. Demy 8yo, ISt. 

The Early Religion of Israel. As set forth by Biblical Writers 

and Modera Oriucal Hiiteriaaa. Being the Baird Leetore for 1888-S9. Foortti 
Editloa. Orowa Svo, lOe. Od. 

ROBERTSON. A History of Oerman Literature. By John G. 

BoBiBTSON, Profeeaor of German, University of London. Demy Byo, 10s. 6d. net 

ROBINSON. Wild Traits in Tame Animals. Being some 

Familiar Stndiea in Brolntlon. By Louis Bobihsoh, M.D. With XUnttratloni 
by B r ay Haa T. Dadd. Cheaper Edition. Demy 8yo, 6t. 

RONALDSHAY. 

On the Outskirts of Empire in Asia. By the Eabl of 

B0NALD8HAY, F.B.G.S. With nnmerooB Iliostrations and Maps. Boyal 8vo, 
218. net 

Sport and Politics under an Eastern Sky. With numerous 

niostrations and Maps. Boyal Syo, 21s. net 

RUTLAND. 

Notes of an Irish Tour in 1846. By the Dukb of Rxttland, 

Q.O.B. (Loan John ICAvmas). New Bditlon. Crown 8to, Ss. 6d. 

Correspondence between the Right Honble. William Pitt 

and Charles Dnke of Bntland, Lord-Lientenant of Irelaad, 1781-1787. With 
latrodnctory Note by John Dukb or Butlasd. 8to, 7i. Od. 
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RUTLAND. 

The Collected Writings of Janetta, Duchess of Rutland. With 

Portrait and Illustrations. 2 vols, post 8Vo, ISs. net. 

Impressions of Bad-Homburg. Comprising a Short AcoQunt 

of the Women's Associations of Germany under we Bed Gross, fiy the DvomnHi 
or Rutland (Ladt John Hannibs). Grown Svo, Is. 6d. 

Some Personal Recollections of the I^ter Tears of the Earl 

of Beaoonsfleld, K.G. Sixth Edition. 6d. 

Emplojrment of Women in the Public Service. 6d. 

Some of the Advantages of Easily Accessible Reading and 

Becreation Booms and Free Librariei. With Remarks on Starting and Main- 
taining them. Second Bdition. Crown 8yo,vl8. 

A Sequel to Rich Men's Dwellings, and other Occasional 

Papers. Grown 8yo, Ss. 6d. 

Encouraging Experiences of Reading and Recreation Rooms, 

Aims of GmLdSi Nottingham Social Guide, BTJstlng Institutionf, fte.| fte. 
Grown 8to, Is. 

SAINTSBURY. 
\ A History of Criticism and Literary Taste in Europe. From 

the Barliest Texts to the Present Day. By Giobob SAiNTflBUBT, ILA. (Ozon.X 
Hon. LL. D. (Aberd.^ Professor of Bhetoric and Bnglish literature in the uniyer- 
sity of Bdinburgh. In 8 yols. demy Svo. VoL L— Glassical and Medi»Tal Griti* 
cism. 16s. net 

Vol. n.— Frem the Benaissamce te the Deelime ef Eighteenth Gentury Ortho 

doxy. 208. net. 
Vol. III.— Nineteenth Gentury. 20b. net. 

Matthew Arnold. " Modem English Writers." Second Edi- 
tion. Grown Svo, 2s. 6d 

The Flourishing of Romance and the Rise of Allegory (12th 

and 18th Genturies). " Periods of Buropean Literature." Grown SVot 6«. net. 

The Earlier Renaissance. ** Periods of European Literature." 

Grown Svo, 5s. net. 

"SCOLOPAX." A Book of the Snipe. By Sgolopax. 

Illustrated. Grown Syo, 5s. net. 

SCOTT. Tom Cringle's Log. By Mighail Soott. New Edition. 

With 19 Full'page ulustratlonB. Grown Svo, Ss. 0d. 

SCUDAMORE. Belgium and the Belgians. By Ctbil Sguba- 

MOBB. With Illustrations. Square crown Svo, 6s. 

SERMONS TO BRITONS ABROAD : Preached in a Foreign 

station of a Scottish Church. Crown 8v0| 8s. 6d. net. 

SERREL. With Hound and Terrier in the Field. By Alts 

F. Serrbl. Edited by Frances Slaughter. With numerous Illustrations. 
Demy Syo, 15s. net. 

SETH. A Study of Ethical Principles. Bt Jambs Sbth, M.A., 

Professor ef Moral Philosophy in the Uniyersity of Edinburgh. Sixth Bdition, 
Bevised. Post Sro, 7s. Sd. 

SHAW. Securities over Moveables. Four Lectures delivered at 

the Bequest of the Society of Accountants in Bdinburghi the Institute of Ac- 
countants and Actuaries in Glasgow, and the Institute of Bankers in Scotland, 
in 1902*S. Demy Syo, Ss. 6d. net. 

"SIGMA.'' Personalia: Political, Social * and Various. By 

<* SioMA." In 1 Yol. crown Svo, 5s. net. 
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SIMPSON. Side-Lights on Siberia. Some account of the Great 

SiberiAtt Iran Road : The FHioiii and Bzila Byitem. By J. T. SmnoH, KJL, 
D.Se. With Bomeioaa Illnstmtlona and a Map. Dtmj 8to, 16a. 

SINCLAIR The Thistle and Fleur de Lys : A Vocabulary of 

Fntnoo-Scottish Words. By Isabkl G. Sihclair. Crown Syo, 88. 6d. net. 

SKELTON. 

Maitland of Lethington ; and the Scotland of Marv Stuart. 

A History. By Sir John Skkltok, K.C.B., LL.D. Limited Edition, with 
Portraits. Demy 8yo, 2 vols., 88s. net. 

The Handbook of PubUc Health. A New Edition, Bevised by 

JAn PAirav Magdouoall, AdToeate, Beoretuy of the Looal Gorammenl 
Board for Scotland, Joint-Anthor of <The Parish Oonnell Chiida for fiootland,' 
and Abuah M ubjult, Ohief Olerk of the Local QoTemment Board for BeoUand. 
In Two Parte. Grown Sro. Part L— The PabUo Health (BootlaBd) Ael, 1897, 
with Notea. Ss. 6d. net 

SMITH. 

The Transition Period. "Periods of European Literature.' 

By 0. Orbgort Smith. Orown Syo, Ss. net. 

Specimens of Middle Scots. Tost 8yo, 7s. 6d. net. 
SMITH. Betrieters, and how to Break them. By lieutenant- 

Ooknel Sir Hutbt Smith, K.O.B. With an Introduction by Mr B. B. BHnurr, 
President of the Kennel Cuab. Dedicated by special penuinion to H.B.H. the 
Duke of Cornwall and Tork. New Bditlon, enlarged. With additional mos- 
trations. Crown 8vo. 8s. 

SNELL. The Fourteenth Century. "Periods of European 

Literature." By F. J. Snsll. Orown 8yo, 5s. net 

SOLB& Hints on Hockey. By F. Db Lislb SolbA. English 

International Team : 1807, 1898, 1899, 1900. With Diagrams. FCap. 8to^ Is. 

"SON OF THE MABSHES, A." 

From Spring to Fall: or, When Life Stirs. By ** A Sok op 

THK Mabshhb." Cheap unifoim Edition. Orown 8yo, 88. 0d. 

Within an Hour ox London Town : Among Wild Birds and 

their Haonts. Bdited by J. A. Owkh. Oheap Uniform Bditlon. Or. 8vo, Ss. 6d. 

With the Woodlanders and by the Tide. C9ieap Uniform 

Bditlon. Orown 8yo, 8s. M. 

On Surrey Hills. Cheap Uniform Edition. Crown Svo, 3s. 6d. 
Annals of a Fishing Village. Cheap Uniform Edition. Crown 

8yo, 8s. 6d. 

SOBLEY. 

The Ethics of Naturalism. By W. B. Soeley, M.A., Fellow 

of Trinity College, Cambridge, Professor of Moral PhUosopl^, Unirersity of 
Cambridge. Second Edition. Crown 8yo, 6s. 

Becent Tendencies in Ethics. Crown 8vo, 2s. 6d. net. 

SPBOTT. 

The Worship and Offices of the Church of Scotland. By 

GsoBOs W. Bpbott, D.D., Minister of North Berwick. Crown 8yo, 6s. 

The Book of Common Order of the Church of Scotland, com- 
monly known as John Knox's Liturgy. With Historical Introdaction and lUiu- 
trative Notes. Crown 8vo, 48. 6d. net. 

Scottish Liturgies cf the Beign of James VI. Edited, with 

an Introdaction and Notes. Orown 8yo, 4b. net. 
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STEEVENS. 

Things Seen : Impressions of Men, Cities, and Books. By the 

late G. W. Stikvinb. Edited by O. 8. Strbkt. With a Memoir by W. B. 
HsKLKT, and a PhotograTure reproduction of Collier's Portrait. Memorial Edi* 
tion. Grown 8vo, 6s. 

From Capetown to Ladysmith, and Egypt in 1898. Memorial 

Edition. Grown 8yo, 6s. 

In India. With Map. Memorial Edition. Crown 8yo, 6s. 
With Kitchener to Khartum. With 8 Maps and Flans. 

Memorial Edition. Grown 8yo, 6s. 

The Land of the Dollar. Memorial Edition. Crown 8yo, tB. 
Glimpses of Three Nations. Memorial Edition. Cr. 8yo, 6s. 
Monologues of the Dead. Memorial Edition. Crown 8yo, 3s. 6d. 
With the Conquering Turk. With 4 Maps. Ch.Ed. Cr.8yo, 6s. 
From Capetown to Ladysmith : An Unfinished Record of the 

South AMcan War. Edited by ymNON Blackburn. With Maps. Grown Sro, 
8s. 6d. 

STEPHENS. 

The Book of the Farm ; detailing the Labours of the Farmer, 

Farm-Steward| Flonghmani Shepherd, Hedgeri Farm-Liiboarer, Fleld'Workeri 
and Gattle-man. ninstrated with nnmerons Portraits of Animals and Bngnvingi 
of Implements, and Flans of Farm Bnildings. Fourth Edition. Berised, and 
in great part Be*written| by Jammb MacdonalDi F.R.S.B., Beeretary Highland 
and Afl^coltoral Society ox Scotland. Oomplete in Six mviaional Yoinmes, 
bound In doth, each 10s. 0d., or handsomely bound, in 8 TOlnmea with leather 
back and gilt top, £8, 8s. 

Catechism of Practical Agricnlture. 82d Thousand. Beyised 

by Jamkb Macdohald, F.B S.B. With numerous lUustratioos. Grown Sro, la. 

The Book of Farm Implements and Machines. By J. Slioht 

and B. Soon Bubh, Bngineen. Bdited by Hihbt SnPBnn. Large Sro, £S, Si. 

STEVENSON. British FnngL (Hymenomycetes.) By Bey. 

John Stkvxnson, Author of ' Mycologia Scotlca,' Hon. Bee. Gryptogamio Bodety 
of Scotland. Vols. I. and II., post Syo, with mustiations, price ISs. 6d. net jsaeh. 

STEWAET. Haud Immemor. Beminiscences of Legal and 

Social Life in Edinburgh and London, 1860-1900. By Ghablxs Btxwabt. With 
10 Photogravure Plates. Boyal Svo, 7s. 6d 

STEWABT Ain) CUFF. Practical Nursing. By Isla Stbwabt, 

Matron of St Bartholomew's Hospital, London ; and Hbrbcbt E. Guvf, IC.D., 
F.B.G.S., Medical Superintendent North-Eastem Fever Hospital, Tottenham, 
London. With Diagrams. In 2 vols, crown 8vo. VoL L Second Edition. 
8s. 6d. net. Vol. II., Ss. 6d. net. 
Also in 1 Volume, 5s. net. 

STIRLING. Our Regiments in South Africa, 1899-1902. Their 

Becord, based on the Despatches. By John STiitLiNa. In 1 voL demy Sro, 
12s. 6d. net. 

STODDABT. John Stuart Blackie : A Biography. By Amfi. 

M. Stoddabt. Populab Bdition, with Portrait. Grown Ivo, 6s. 

STOBMONTH. 

Dictionary of the English Language, Pronouncing, Etymo- 
logical, and Bxplanatoiy. By the Ber. Jammb Stormonth. Bevlsed ny the 
Ber. P. H. Phslp. Library Bdition. New and Gheaper Edition, with Supple 
ment. Imperial 8to, handsomely bound in half moroooo, 18s. net. 
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STOBMONTH. 

Btannoiogioal and Pronoanoing Dictionary of^ the English 

l^agoac** iBOtadincftTa 

Hfl^ fHT lff ind OoQflgtii ind 

OkowB 8tO| pp« 1000* 58. not* 

Handy Dictionary. Ne^ Edition, thoroughly Beyised. By 

William Batvb. umoi li. 



X^agoiga. fnflhuHm • Tciy Ooplolu fileetfon of BdentUle Tarms. Ftxr qm Ib 
Sekooli ind OoUagM, ind m ft Book of Geaazal Reteenoe. The FnnumdatioB 
ourtfUIf rtrlMd ^ «h« Rer. P. H. Phklp, M.A. Oantftb. Sixteenth BditUn, 



STOBT. The Apostolic Ministry in the ScotfiBh Chnrch (The 

Bfttrd Lsetoze for 1807). Bj Bobkbt Hsbbirt Btobt, D.D. (Sdin.), r.B.A. 
Boot., Prindpel of the UniTenity of Glugow, PrineiiMl Olerk of the Gcoenl 
AmiwiMIj, ft&d Gheplftin to the Qaeen. Ghrown 8yo, 7s. 6d. 

STOBT. William Wetmore Story and his Friends. From Letters, 

Diftrias, and BeooUections. By HxxniT jAion. With 2 Pertnits. In 2 toIb. post 
8tO| 24i. net. 

TATLOB. The Story of my Life. By the late Colonel 

Mbaoowi Tatlob, Anthor ot *The Owafeeiions of a Thug,' ftc., Ac Edited bj 
hlf Dfto^ter. Oheap Bdition. Grown 8to, 8s. 6d. 

THOMSON. 

Handy Book of the Flower-Qarden : Being Practical Direc- 
tions for the Propagation, Onltore, and Anangement of Plants in Flower- 
Qaidens all the jfoar ronnd. With Bngiared Plans. By Dayid Thomson, 
OaxdflBsr to his Oraoe the Ihike of Bnoeleneh, K.T., at Imimlanrlg. Fourth 
and Oheaper Bdition. Grown 8yo, 6s. 

THOMSON. A Practical Treatise on the Cultivation of the 

Grape Vine. By William Thomsoh, Tweed Vineyards. Tenth Edition. 8to, 6s. 

THOBBUBN. The Punjab in Peace and War. By S. S. Thoe- 

•UBzr. Demy Svo, 128. 0d. net. 

THXJBSTGN. 

The Circle. By Kathbbine Cecil Thubston. Fifth Impres- 
sion. Grown Svo, 6s. People's Editioni paper covers, 6d. 

John Chilcote, M.P. Crown Svo, 6s. 

TIELE. Elements of the Science of Beligion. Part I. — Morpho- 
logical. Part IL— Ontological. Being the GifTord Leetores delivered before the 
University of Edinburgh in 1896-98. By 0. P. Tibzjb, TheoL D., LittD. (Bonon.X 
Hon. M.B.A.S.. ftc, Professor of the Science of Beligion, in the Universi^ of 
Leiden. In 2 vols, post 8vo, 78. 6d. net. each. 

TBANSACTIONS OF THE HIGHLAND AND AGBICUL- 

TURAL SOGIBTT OF SCOTLAND. Pablished annually, price 6s. 

TBAVEBS. 

The Way of Escape. A Novel. By Geaham Teaveeb (Mar- 
garet Todd, M.D.) Second Impression. Orown 8vo, 6s. 

Mona Maclean, Medical Stmdent. A Novel. Fourteenth Edi- 
tion. Crown 8Vo, 68. Cheaper Edition, 28. 6d. 

Windyhangh. Fourth Edition. Crown Svo, 6s. 
Fellow Travellers. Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo, 6s. 
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TROTTER 

A Leader of Light Horse. Life of Hodson of Hodson'a 

Horse. By Oaptain L. J. Trottbr, Author of 'Life of John Nicholson, Soldier 
and Statesman.' With a Portrait and 2 Maps. Demy Svo, 168. 

The Bayard of Lidia. Life of Lieut. - General Sir James 

Ontram, Bart, G.G.B., G.O.S.I. With Portrait. Demy 8yo, 16s. net. 

TXJLLOCH. Recollections of Forty Years' Service. By Major- 

Gtoneral Sir Albzandeb Bbucx Tulloch, E.O.B., O.M.G. Demy Svo, 158. net. 

TXJLLOCH. 

Modem Theories in Philosophy and Religion. By John 

Tulloch, D.D., Principal of Sit Ma^s OoUege in the Uniyeni^ of Bt 
Andrews, and one of her U^iw!f'B Ohaplaini in Ordinary in Scotland. 
8yo. 158. 

Luther, and other Leaders of the Reformation. Third Edi- 
tion, Bnlarged. Orown Svo, 8s. 6d. 

Memoir of Principal Tulloch, D.D. LL.D. By Mrs Oliphant, 

Author of * Life of Bdward Irving.' Thurd and Cheaper Edition. Svo, with 
Portrait, 7i. 6d. 

TWEEDIE. The Arabian Horse: His Country and People. 

Bv Major-Oeneral W. Twxxdib, O.8.I., Bengal StafT Oorps; for many years 
u.B.M.'s Oonsnl-Genwal, Ba^^dad, and Political Resident for the Qovemment 
of India in Torkish Arabia. In one vol. royal 4to, with Seven Oolonred Plates 
and other ninstrations, and a Map of the Oonntry. Price £8, Ss. net. 



VEITCH. The History and Poetry of the Scottish Border : their 

Main Features and Relations. By John Vsitoh, LL.D., Professor of Logic 
and Rhetoric, University of Olasgow. New and Bnlarged Edition. S vols, 
demy Svo, 16s. 

VETCH. Life, Letters, and Diaries of Lieut-General Sir 

Gerald Graham, Y.G., G.O.B., R.E. By Colonel B. H. Vbtoh, C.B., late Royal 
Engineers. With Portraits, Flans, and hJs Principal Despatches. Demy Svo, 21b. 

WADDELL. 

Christianity as an Ideal. By Rev. P. Hatbly Waddell, B.D. 

Grown Svo, 8s. 6d. 

Essays on Faith. Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. 

WARREN'S (SAMUEL) WORKS:— 

Diary of a Late Physician. Cloth, 2s. 6d. ; boards, 8b. 
Ten Thousand A-Tear. Cloth, 3s. 6d. ; boards, Ss. 6d. 
Now and Then. The Lily and the Bee. Intellectual and 

Moral Derelopment of the Present Age. 4b. 6d. 

Essays : Critical, Imaginative, and Juridical. Ss. 
WENLEY. Aspects of Pessimism. By R M. Wenley, M.A., 

D.Sc, D.Phil., Professor of Philosophy in the University of Michigan, n.S.A. 
Orown Svo, 6s. 
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WHIBLEY. Thackeray. ** Modem English Writers." By 

Ohaklh WuBurr. Grown 8to, 9a. 6d. 

WHITR 

The Toong Oerande. By Edicukd Whitk. In 1 voL crown 

Bray of Buckholt. Crown 8yo, 68. 
WHITE. Moantains of Necessity. By Hbsteb Whitb. Crown 

8to, Oa. 

WILLIAMSON. Ideals of Afinistry. By A. Wallace Williim- 

•oHi D.D., St Oathberf t, Edinbnrgli. Grown 8yo, 8s. 6d. 

WILSON. The Prophets and Prophecy to the Close of the Eighth 

Century B.a By the Rev. Alsxahdbr Wilson, If. A, Minister of Tthan wells, 
Aberdeenshire. With Introductory Preface by the Bey. Axxak Msnzikb, D.D., 
Professor of Biblical Criticism in the Uniyersity of St Andrews. Fcap. 8yo. la< 
net. 

WILSON. 

Works of Professor ^Vnison. Edited by his Son-in-Law, 

ProflBssor Fkbeuol IS toIs. erown 8to, £S, 8s. 

Christopher in his Sporting-Jacket. 8 vols., 8s. 

Isle of Palms, City of the Plague, and other Poems. 48. 

Lights and Shadows of Scottish Life, and other Tales. 4s. 

Essajrs, Critical and Imaginative. 4 vols., 16s. 

The Noctes Ambrosiann. 4 vols., 16s. 

Homer and his Translators, and the Greek Drama. Crown 

8yo, 4s. 

WORSLEY. 

Homer's Odyssey. Translated into English Verse in the 

Spenserian Btansa. By Philip Stahhopk Wobslst, M.A. New and Oheaper 
Bdition. Post 8yo, 7s. 6d. net. 

Homer's Iliad. Translated by P. S. Worsley and Pro! Con- 

ington. S yols. crown 8yo, Sis. 

WOTHERSPOON. 

Kyrie Eleison (" Lord, have Mercy "). A Manual of Private 

Prayers. With Notes and Additional Matter. By H. J. Wothsbspoon, M.A., 
of St Oswald's, Bdinborgh. Cloth, red edges. Is. net ; limp leather. Is. 6d. net. 

Before and After. Being Part L of * Kyrie Eleison.' Cloth, 

limp, 6d. net. 

YATE. Khurasan and Sistan. By Lieut-CoL C. E. Yatb, C.S.L, 

C.M.O., F.R.G.S., Indian StafF Corps, Agent to the Goyemor-General and Chief 
Commissioner for Balnclhistan, late Agent to the Ooyemor>General of India, and 
Her Britannic Majesty's Consnl-Oeneral for Khurasan and Sistan. With Map 
and 25 Illastrations, and Portraits. Demy 8yo, 81s. 

ZACK. 

On Trial By Zack. Second Edition. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

life is Life, and other Tales and Episodes. Second Edition. 

Crown 8yo, 6b. 
9/04. 
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